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ON THE DEATH OF DR SWIFT ^ 

Occafioned by* reading the following Maxim 14 
Roc HE FOUCAULT, “ Dans Fadverfite de nos 
meilleuis amis, nous trouvons toujours quelque 
chofe qm ne nous deplait pas 

** In the adverfity ot our beft friends, we always find fometlung 
‘‘ that doth not difpleafe us ” 

A S Rochefoucault his maxims drew 
From nature, I believe them true 
They argue no corrupted mind 
In him , the fault is xn mankind 
llus maxim more than all the rell: 

Is thought too bafe for hunnn breaft 
In all didrelTes of our fuends, 

confult our private ends, 

While nature, kindly bent to eafe us, 

^ Points out fome circumftance to pleafe us ” 10 

If this perhaps your patience move. 

Let reafon and e i.penence prove. 

We all behold with envious eyes 
Our equals rais’d above our iize 

* Written m November, 1731 -—There are two 
poems on this fubjedt, one of them containing many fpurious 
lines In what is here printed, the genuine parts ot both are 
piefencd* N 
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SWIFT'S POEMS 


Who would not at a crowded ftiow 
Stand iiigh himfelf, keep others lo^v ^ 

I love my fiiend as well as you 
But why Ihould he obilroiS: my view ^ 
Then let me ha\e the higher poll, 
Suppofe It bat an inch at moil 
If in a bau you ibould hnd 

One, whom } ou love of all manlund. 
Had fome heroic adion done, 

A champion kill d, or tiophy won. 
Rather than thus be over-topt. 

Would you not vtilh his buiels cropt? 
Dear honeft Ned is in the gout, 

Xjp talk’d with pain, and you without 
Iw^^patiently joa heai him groan ^ 
Hotpjid the cafe is not your own ^ 

What poet would not grieve to fee 
brother write as well as he ** 

But, rathei than they ihould excel. 
Would wifli his rivals all in hell? 

Her end when emulation miffes. 

She turns to envy, flmgs, and hiifes 
The ilrongefl fnendlhip yields to pride, 
Unlefs the odds be on our fide 
Vain human-kmd ^ fantalhc race ^ 

Thy vanous follies who can trace ? 
Self-love, ambition, envy, pnde. 

Their empire in our hearts divide. 

Give others nches, power, and 
^Tis all to me an ufurpaaoa. 
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I have no title to afpire ; 45 

Yet, when you fink, I feem the higher. 

In Pope I cannot read a line. 

Bat -with a figli I wfii it mine: 

When he can in one couplet &x 

More fenfe than I can do in fix; 5^ 

It gives me fuch a jealous fit, 

I cry, Pox take Mm and his wit!” 

I grieve to be outdone by Gay 
In my own humorous biting way. 

Arbuthnot is no more my friend, 55 

Who dares to irony pretend, 

Wiich I was bom to introduce. 

Refin’d at firfi, and fiievvM its nfe. 

St. John, as well as Pulteney, knows 

That I had feme repute for profs ; 60 

A*^d, till they drove me out of date. 

Could maul a minifier of flatc.- 
if they have morufi.ed my pride. 

And made me throw my pen afide; 

If with fuch talents Pleaven hath blelVd ’em, 65 
Have I not reafon to detefi *em ? 

To all my foes, dear Fortune, fend 
Thy gifts; but never to my friend: 

I ‘tamely can endure the firfi; 

But this with envy makes me.burfi. 70 

Thus much may ferve by way of proem ; 

Proceed we therefore to our poem. 

The time is not remote when I 
Mufi by the eourfe of nature dies 
B 3 
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When, I forefee, my fpecial friends 
Will try to find their private ends 
And, though 'tis haidly underftood 
Which v/ay my death can do them good. 
Yet thus, methmks, I hear them Ipeak 
See how the Dean begms to break ^ 
Poor gentleman, he droops apace ' 

You plainly find it in his face 
That old vertigo in his head 
Will never leave him, till he h dead 
Befides, his memory decays 
'' He recolleds not what he fays , 

He cannot call his friends to mind , 
Forgets the place where laft he dm^d | 
Plies you with Hones o’er and o'er. 

He told them fifty times before 
Plow does ho fancy, we can fit 
To hear his out-of-fafiiion wit? 

But he takes up with younger folks, 

W ho for his wme will bear his jokes 
** Faith ^ he muH make h s Hones Hiorter, 
** Or change his comrades once a quarter 
In half the time he talks them round. 
There muH another fet be found 
For poetry, he'^s paH his prime 
He takes an hour to find a rhyme? 

His fire is out, his wit decay’d. 

His fancy funk, his Mufe a jade^ 

I ’d ha^ e him throw away his pen,— 

" But there ’s no talking to feme men 
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And then their tendernefs appears 105 

By adding largely to my years 
** He 's older than he would be reckoned, 

** And well remembers Charles the Second 
He hardly drinks a pint of wifte. 

And that, I doubt, is no good fign 1 10 

His domach too begms to fail 

Lafl: year we thought him drong and hale. 

But now he ’s quite another thing 
I wilh he may hold out till fprmg 
They hug themfelves, and reafon thus 1 15 

It IS not yet fo bad with 
In fuch a cafe, they talk m tropes. 

And by their fears exprefs their hopes 
Some great misfoitune to portend. 

No enemy can match a fnend tzo 

With all the kindnefs they profefs. 

The merit of a lucky guefs 

(When daily how-d’ye’s come of courfe. 

And fervants anfwer, Worfe and worfe^”) 

Would pleafe them better, than to tell, 125 

That, God be prais’d, the Dean is well 
Then he who prophefy’d the bed, 

Apptoves his forelight to the red 
** You know I always fear’d the word. 

And often told you fo at fird ’’ 13 :> 

He ’d rather choofe that I Ihould die. 

Than his predidions prove a lye 
Not one foretells I lhall recover , 

But all agree to give me over 

B4 
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SWIFT’S POEMS 


Yet, fhould fame neighbour feel a pain 135 
Juil m the parts where I compbxa , 

How many a meflage would he fend ^ 

“What hearty prayers that I Ihould mend * 

Inquire what regimen I kept. 

What gave me eafe, and how I llept? 140 

And more lament when I was dead> 

Than all the Inivelers round my bed 
My good companions, never fear, 

For, though you may miflake a year. 

Though your prognoftics run too faft, 143 

They muft be veiify’d at lafi: 

Behold the fatal day ariue ^ 

** How IS the Dean He juft alive ’’ 

Now the depaiting praye is read. 

He hardly breathes — The Dean is dead. 150 

Before the paffing-bcil begun. 

The news through half the town is run 
Oh ^ may we all for death prepare ^ 

What has he left? and who ’s his heir? 

I know no more than what the news is , 155 

’Tis ail bequeath’d to public ufes 
To public ufes' there ’s a whim ' 

“ What nad the pubhc done for him ? 

Mere envy, avance, and pride 

He gave it all— but firfl: he dy’d 160 

And had the Dean, in all the nation. 

No worthy fnend, no poor relation ? 

** So ready to do Grangers good, 

** Forgetting his own Hefli and Wood 


Now 
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Now Grub-ftreetwits are all employ’d; 165 
Wi^-h elegies the town la cloy’d 
Some paragraph in every paper. 

To curje the Dean, or hhfs the Drapier 
The dodors, tender of their fame. 

Wifely on me lay all the blame 1 70 

We mufl: confefs,. his cafe was mcej 
But he would never take advice* 

Had he been rul’d, for aught appears. 

He might have liv’d thefe twenty years 

For, when we open’d him, we found lyj 

That all hia vital parts were found ” 

From Dublin foon to London Ipread, 

’Tis told at court, The Dean is dead 
And Lady SuiFolk*, in the ipleen. 

Runs laughing up to tell the Queen 180 

The Queen, fo gracious, mild, and good. 

Cries, Is he gone * ’tis time he Ihould* 

He ’s dead, you fay, then let him rot 
I ’m glad the medah\ were forgot 
I promis’d ham, I own, but when ? 185 

I only was the Princefs then 
But now, as confort of the King, 

You know, ’tis quite another thing ” 


* Mis Howard, at oae time a favourue wnh ti e IT* 

•f* Which the Dean in vain expeded, in return for a fcnAli 
prefent he had feat to the Fnacefi H* 

Now 
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Now Chartres, at Sir Robert’s levee. 

Tells with a fneer the ttdxngs heavy 190 

Why, if he dy’d without his fhoes,” 

Cries Bob, I ’m forry for the news 
« Oh, were the wretch but living ftill. 

And in his place my good friend Will ^ 

Or had a naitre on his head, 195 

Provided Bolingbroke were dead’’^ 

Now Curll his Ihop from rubbilh drams 
Three genuine tomes of Swift’s remains » 

And then, to make them pafs the glibber. 

Revis’d by Tibbalds, Moore, and Cibber. 200 
He ’ll treat me as he does my betters, 

Pubhlh my will, my life, my letters. 

Revive the libels born to die 
Which Pope muft bear, as well as I. 

Here fhift the fcene, to reprefent 205 

How thofe I love my death lament. 

Poor Pope will grieve a month, and Gay 
A week, and Arbuthnot a day 

St John himfelf will fcarce forbear 
To bite his pen, and drop a tear. 2i# 

The reft will give a ftirug, and cry, 

I ’m forry — but we all muft die 
Indifference, clad in Wifdom’s guifc. 

All fortitude of mind fupphes 
For how can ftony bowels melt 215 

In thofe who never pity felt* 

When we aie lafti’d, they kifs the rod, 

Kefignmg to the will of God. 


The 
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The fools, my juniors by a year. 

Are tortured with fufpenfe and fear, zzQ 

Who wifely thought my age a fcreen. 

When death approach^, to ftand between 
The fcreen remov’d, their hearts are tremblmg. 
They mourn for me without duGfembbng 

My female friends, whofe tender hearts 225 
Have better learn’d to a£t their parts. 

Receive the news in doleful dumps 

The Dean is dead (Pray what is trump?) 
Then, Lord have mercy on his foul * 

(Ladies, I ’ll venture for the vole ) 23# 

** Six Deans, they fay, muft bear the pall 
(1 wilh I knew what king to call ) 

Madam, your hulband will attend 

The funeral of fo good a friend 

No, madam, ’tis a Ihockmg fight , 23I 

And he ’s engag’d to-morrow night • 

My Lady Club will take it ill, 

'' If he ftiQuld fail her at quadnlle 
He lov’d the Dean — (I lead a heart ) 

But deareft friends, they fay, muft part. 240 
His time was come, he ran his race. 

We hope he ’s m a better place ” 

Why do we gneve that friends ffiould die ? 

No lofs more eafy to fupply 

One year is pall, a different fcene^ 24J 

No farther mention of the Dean, 

Who now, alas ' no more is mifs’d. 

Than if he never did exifi. 


Where ’5 
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Where ’s no»v the favourite of Apollo ? 

Departed — and his <worhs mufi 250 

Muil undergo the common fate^ 

His kind of wit IS out of date 

Some country fqnire to Lintot goes. 

Inquires for Swift m <^erfe and piofe 
Says Lintot, I have heard tne name , 255 

He dy’d a year ago The fame ” 

Pie fearches ail die ihop in vain 

Sir, you may find ^aem in Duck-lane 
I fent them, i;^Ath a load of books, 

" Lafi: Monday, to the pafiry-cook’s 260 

To fancy they could live a year ’ 

I fi id you 're bat a fixanger here 
Tt-'e Dean was famous in his time. 

And had a kind of knack at rhyme 

His way of wntmg now is pafi 265 

The town has got a better tafie 

I keep no antiquated fluff, 

** But fpick and fpan I have enough < 

** Pray, do but give me leave to fhew ’em 

Here ’s Colley Cibber’s binh-day poem 270 
Tins ode you never }et have feen, 

By Stephen Duck, upon the Queen 
** Tnen here ’s a letter finely penn’d 
Againfl the Craftfman and his fiend 
It clearly fhews that all rcfiedion 275 

** On miniflers is cifaffc£lion 

Next, here ’s Sir Robert’s vindication. 

And Mr Henley’s iafl oration^ 


The 
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The hawkei s have not got them yet 
Your Honour pleafe to buy a fet? 

Here ’s Wolfi.on’s tracts, the twelfth edition 
’Tis lead by every politician 
The counti^ -members, when m town. 

To ?I1 their boroughs fend them down 
You never met a thing ft) fmart. 

The com tiers have them all by heart 
Thole maids of honour who can read. 

Are taught to ufe them for their creed 
The reverend author’s good intention 
Hath been rewarded with a peniion* 

He doth an honour to his gown. 

By bravely running prtefi-^crafi down 
He Ihews, as fure as God ’s m GlouceJte* 

** That Mofes was a grand impoftor. 

That all his miracles were cheats. 

Perform’d as jugglers do their feats* 

** The church had never fuch a writer, 

A fhame he hath not got a mitre*” 

Suppofe me dead, and then fuppofe 
A club alTembled at the Rofe, 

Where, from difcourfe of this and that, 

I grow the fubjed of their chat- 
And while they tofs my name about. 

With favour fome, and feme without; 

One, quite mdifferait m the caufe. 

My charader impar&al draws 

* Woifton IS here confownied withW^oIato# 
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The Bean, if we believe report. 

Was never li^ received at court. 

Although, ironically grave. 

He fham^d the fool, and lafh’d the knave, 310 
To lieal a hint was never known, 

Eut what he writ wa*; all his own 
Sir, I have heard another flory. 

He was a moll confounded Tory, 

And grew, or he is much bely’d, 315 

Extremely dulU before he dy’d 
Can we the Drapier then forget ? 

Is not our nation m his debt ? 

’Twas he that writ the Brapier^s letters 
He Ihould have left them for his 320 

We had a hundred ailer men. 

Nor need depend upon his pen — 

Say what you will about his readtf^, 

^ You never can defend his breeding. 

Who, in his fattres running not, 325 

** Could never leave the njoorld in quiet i 
Attacking, when he took the 
^ Court, city, camp^dH one to him — ' 

** By why would he, except he Jlobher*d, 

** Offend our patriot great Sir Robert, 330 

Whofe counfels aid the fovereign power 
To fave the nation every hour * 

What fcenes of evil he unravels 
Injatires, libels, lying travels ^ 

** Not fpanng his own clergy cloth. 

But eats into it, hke a moth 


355 

Berhaps 
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Perhaps I may allow the Dean 
^ tiad too muck fatire in his vein. 

And feem’d determin’d not to ftarve it, 
Becaufe no age coxdd more deferve it. 
Yet malice never was his aim, 

** He lafh’d the vice, but fpar’d the name 
No individual could refent. 

Where thoufands equally were meant 
His fatire points at no defed. 

But what all mortals may correft. 

For he abhor’d the fenfelefs tribe 
** Who call It humour when they gibe 
He Ipar’d a hump, or crooked nole, 
Whofe owners fet not up for beaux 
** True genuine duUnefs mov’d his pity, 
Unlefs It offer’d to be witty 
Thofe who their ignorance confed, 

** He ne’er offended with a jeS, 

But laugh’d to hear an ideot quote 
A verfe from Horace leam’d by rote. 
Vice, if it e’er can be abafli’d, 

** Muft be or rzdtcuPd, or lajb^d 
** If you refent it, who ’s to blame ? 

** He neither knows nor your name^ 
Should *vtce expert to Tcape rebuke, 
Becaufe its irwner is a duke? 

** His fnendlhips, fhll to few confin’d. 
Were always of the middling bnd. 

No fools of rank, or mungrel breed. 
Who fam would pafs for lords indeed . 



Where titles give no right or power. 

And peerage is a wither’d flower , 

He would have deem’d it a difgrace. 

If fuch a wretch had known his face 
On rural fquiies, that kingdom’s bane. 
He vented oft’ his wiath in vain 
*f ####### fquires to market brought. 
Who fell their fouls and for nought 
The go joyful back. 

To rob the church, their tenants rack , 
Go fnacks wth ***** ’^^ jufbces. 

And keep the peace to pick up fees, 

I|i every jobb to have a fhare, 

A gaol or turnpike to repair; 

And turn ******** to prftdic roads 
Commodious to their own abodes 
He never thought an honour done him, 
Becaufe a peer was ptotid to own him, 
rtf Would rather flip afide, and choofe 
To talk with wits in dirty fhoes, 

** And fcorn the tools with flars and garters. 
So often feen careffing Chartres 
He never courted men m flation. 

Nor per/ons held in admiration , 

** Of no man’s greatnefs was afraid, 

Becaufe he fought for no man’s aid 
Though trailed long in great affairs. 

He gave himfelf no haughty airs 
Without regardmg private ends. 

Spent all his credit for his friends; 
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onl) cho% t^Q w/e and good; 

No flatterers, no rllies in blood 
But fuccour’d virtue in diftrefs. 

And feldom fail’d of good fuccefs , 400 

As numbers in their heaits mull: own. 

Who, but for him, had been uni nowm 
He kept with princes due decorum; 

Yel never Ihod m '^we befoie ’em 

Ke fo low’d Da^ id’s lefion juF , 405 

In princes never put his trull 

And, would you make h m tiuly four> 

Provoke him with a flave in power. 

The Infh fenate if you nam’d, 

Wiiii what impa'-ience he declaim’d ^ 410 

Fair LiBEaTY ,was all his cry, 

Foi her he flood prepar’d to die; 

Foi her ke boldly f-ood a^one, 

For her he oft’ expos’d lus own 

Two kingdoms juil as fi^hon led, 415 

Had fet a price upon his head, 

But not a traitor could be found. 

To fell him for % hundred pound 
Had he but fpai’d h^s tongue and pen. 

He might h ive role like other men 426 

But power was iivver in Ins thought. 

And v/eakh he valued not % gioat 
Ingranmde he often found. 

And pity’d thofe who meant the wound. 

But kept the tenor of his mmd, 425 

To meat well of haman-kmd, 

Yol XLIY. C 
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Nor made a facnfice of tliofe 
Who flill were tnie, to pleafe his foes 
He labour’d many a fruitlefs hour. 

To reconcile his fi lends in power , 

Saw mifchief by a fadlion brewing, 

** While they purfued each other’s rum 
'' But, finding vam tv as ill his care, 

** He lejft the court in mere defpair 

And, oh ^ how Ihort are human fchemes ! 
Here ended all our golden dreams. 

What St John’s Ikill in ftate affairs. 

What Ormond’s valour, Oxford’s cares. 

To fave their finking country lent. 

Was all deftroy’d by one event 
Too foon that precious life was ended. 

On which alone our weal depended 
** When up a dangerous fa^hon fiarts. 

With wrath and vengeance in their hearts , 
By folemn league and covenant hound, 

** To rum, flaughter, and confound. 

To turn rekgion to a fable. 

And make the government a Babel, 

Pervert the laws, difgrace the gown. 
Corrupt the fenate, rob the crown , 

To facnfice Old England’s glory. 

And make her infamous in fiory 
Wlien fuch a tempefi ihook the land. 

How could unguarded Virtue fiand * 

With horror, grief, defpair, the Dean 
** Beheld the dire defirudhve fcene 
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** His friends m exile, or the Tower, 

Himfelf within the frown of power, 

Purfued by bafe invenom’d pens, 

** Far to the land of f and fens, 46a 

A fervile race in folly nurs’d. 

Who truckle moil, when treated woriL 
By innocence and refolution. 

He bore continual perfecution, 

** While numbers to preferment rofe, 465 

Whofe merit was to be his foes. 

When £fv^n hzs civn famthar frtendsp 
** Intent upon their private ends, 

^ Like renegadoes now he feels, 

Agatnfl him lifting uf their heels* 470 

The Dean did, by has pea, defeat 
An infamous detodive cheat. 

Taught fools their intereft how to know, 

" And gave them arms to ward the blow. 

Envy hath own’d it was his doing, 475 

* To fave that haplefs land from ruin, 

** While they who at the fteerage Hood, 

And reap’d the profit, fought his blood. 

To fave them from their evil fate. 

In him was held a cnme of date 480 

A wicked monder on the bench, 

Whofe fury blood could never qu^ch; 

As vile and profligate a villain. 

As modem Scroggs, or old Treffihan; 

’**’ Who long all juftice had difcarded, 48^ 

Nor fear'^i he Qod^ mr man regarded % 





Vow’d on the Dean h s rage to vent, 

** And Hiake him of his zeal repent 
But Hea\en his innocence defenas. 

The grateful people Hand his friends. 

Not fti ims of la^ , nor judges’ frown. 

Nor topics b ought to pleafe the crown. 
Nor witnelj lur’d, nor jur/ pack’d. 

Prevail to bung him in conviCl 
In cxi^e, v nh a Pcady heart. 

He Ipent his bfe’s dechning part , 

Where foily, pride, and faftion fway, 

" Remote fiom St John, Pope, and Gay 
Alas, poor Deafi ^ his only fcope 
<« Was to be held a mtfanthrope 
This into genefal oJium drew him, 

Whicii if he lik’d, good ?nay do hm* 
His zoal was not to lafli our a mes, 

But dijconient againft the times 
Por, had we made mm timely offers 
To raif. his pof-^ oi fill his c offer S:^ 

Perhaps he might have truc^ded down. 
Like other brethren of his gown , 

For pmfy he would fcarce hate b^ed — 

I f^y no more — ^becaufe he ’s dead — ^ 
What writings has he left behind?” 

I hear they ’re of a different kind 
A few in ^etfiy but moft in profe-— ” 

Some high fiown pamphlets^ I fuppofe — 
All fcribbled in the worfi of Hmesy 
To paihm)m friend Oxford’s crimes 5 
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To praife queen Anne^ nay more> defend her, 
A$ never favouring the Pretender^ 

Or hbels yet conceal’d fiom fight, 

Againfl the com t to fiiew his fptte 
Pei haps his trai^eh^ pnt the third, 

A lye at every /uond -vmd — 

OlFenlive to a loj ear •— 
tff But-— /^(3/ one feimon, ^oumay/ijm ” 

He knew an hundied pleafing fiones. 

With ^ii the turns of Whugs and Tories 
Was cheerful to ins dying-da) , 

And friends would let him have his way 
As for ms works m terfe oi pio'e, 

I own ri} feT no judge of thofe 
Nor can I tell what cnticks thought them, 

But this I know, all people bougir heri, 

As with a moral view defign’d,. 

To pfenfe and to , ixianltind 
And, if he often miss’d his aim, 535 

The mufi own it to their pam , 

The pratje is hzs, and theirs the bhme 
He gave the little wealth he had 
To build a houfe for fools and mad. 

To fiiew, by one fatmc touch, 5^ 

No nation wanted it fo much 
That kingdom he hath left his debtor,. - 
I wifh It foon may have a better 
And, fince you dread no farther hjl es^ 
Mtthmks you may forgim hts ajhes 
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A'N EPISTLE TO TWO FRIENDS^. 
TO DR HELSHAM. 

S I R, Nov 2 S, at mght, 1731 

W HEN I left you, I found myfelf of the grape^s 
juice fick, 

fo full of pity, I never aBufe fick. 

And the patientcft patient that ever you knew iick. 
Both when I am purge-iick, and when I am fpew-fick^ 
I pitied my cat, whom I knew by her mew fick. 

She mended at firfi, but now flie ’s a-new fick 
Captain Butler made feme in the church black and blue 
fick, 

Dean Crofs, had he preach’d, would have made us all 
pew-fick 

Are not you, m a crowd when you fweat and fiew, fick ? 
Lady Santry got out of tlie church when fhe grew fick. 
And, as faft as fhe could, to the deanry fiew fick 
Mifs Monce was (I can afiure you ’tis true) fick 
For, who would not be m that numerous crew fickS' 
Such mufick would make a fanauck or Jew fick. 

Yet, ladies are feldom at or lue fick. 

Nor IS old Nanny Shales, whene’er ihe does brew, fick 
My footman came home from the church of a bruife fick. 
And look’d hke a rake, who was made in the fiews fick , 

* This medl-y (for it cannot be called a poem) is given as a 
fpecimen of thofe bagatelies for which the Dean hath peihaps been 
too feverely cenfured. Some, which were fiill more exceptionable, 
are fupprclTcd N, 

But 
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But you learned dodors can make whom you choofe lick * 
And poor I myfelf was, when I wididrew, ficfc. 

For the fmell of them made me like garlicfc and rue ficfc. 
And I got through the crowd, though not let by a clue, 
iick» 

You hop’d to find many (for that was your cue) lick; 
But there was not a dozen (to give them their due) iick. 
And thofe, to be fare, ftuck together like glew, iick 
So are ladies in crowds, when they fqueeze and they 
fcrew, fick 

y ou may ^nd they are all, by their yellow pale hue, fick , 
So am I, when tobacco, hke Eobm, I chew, fick* 

TO DR SHERIDAN 
IF I write any more, it will make my poor Mu<e ficki^ 
This mght I came home with a very cold dew fick. 
And I wifh I may foon be not of an ague fick. 

But I hope I lhall ne’er be, like you, of a flirew fick. 
Who often has made me, by looking alkew, fick 


DR HELSHAM’S ANSWER 
THE Doctor’s firfi rhyme would make any Jew fick 
I know It has made a fine lady m blue fick. 

For which ihe is gone in a coach to Sollbrew ficfc. 
Like a hen I once had, jfrom a fox when fhe flew fick 
Lafi Monday a lady at St Patnck’s did ipew fick. 
And made all the refi of the folks in the pew fick; 
The fargeon who bled her, his lancet out drew fick. 
And fiopt the difiemper, as being but new fick. 
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The yacht, the lafl: ftorm, had all her whole crew fick , 
Had we two been there, it would have made me and 
you iick 

A lady that longM, is by eating of glew iick , 

Did you ever know one in a very good QjficK: ? 

1 ’m told that my wife is by winding a clue fick. 

The doilors have made her by rhyme and by me fick* 
There h a gamefier in town, for a throw that he 
threw fick. 

And yet the old trade of his dice he '11 purfue fick , 

I Ve known an old mifer for paying his due fick ; 

At prefent I 'm grown by a pinch of mv fiioe fick. 
And what would you hat e me with verfes to do fick ? 
Send rhymes, and I '11 fend you fome others m lieu fick^ 
Of rhymes I 've a plenty. 

And therefore fend twenty 
Anfwercd the fame day when fent, Nov 23 
I delire you will carry both thefe to the Dodlor, to- 
gether witli his own , and let lum know we arc not perfon* 
to be infulted 

Can you match with mer 
Who fend thirty- three ? 

You mull get fourteen more. 

To make up thnty-four 
But, if me you can conquer, 

I '11 own you a firong cur* " 

* The hneo thus maiked” were wntten by Dr Swift, at tha 
bottoTi of Di Heliliatn s twenty lines, and the following tuur- 
teen wee fteiwaids aided on the fame p N” 

This 
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This morning I ’m g**o\\mg bffmelling of fick; 
My bror’ier ccme 01 er witn gold from Peru fick, 
La^ 5 - night I came home n a florm that then blewfick. 
This moment my dog at a cat I halloo fick, 

I hear, from g'^od uaiids, poor coufiiiHugh ’s fick. 

By quailing ab-^nle, and pacing a fcrew fick 
And new f c c ^ no more I can wnte (you ’E excufe) 
iick. 

You fee Pmt I fcorn to mention word mmlck* 

I El do ny bell, ^ 

To fend the reft, 

Without a jeft, 

I El ftand the teft 

Thefe lines that I fend you, I hope you El perufe iickr; 
I El make you with writing a little more news fick 
Laft night I came home with drinking of booze fick , 
My carpenter fwears tliat he hack and he El hew fick; 

An officer’s lady, I ’m told, is tattoo £ck 
I ’m afraid that the Ime thirty-four you will view fick* 
Lord ^ I could wnte a dozen more^ 

You fee, I Ve mounted thirty-four 

EPIGRAM, 

ON THE BUSTS* IN RICHMOND HERMITAGE I73^» 
‘‘ Sm: fib tetaatur Do<3:i ’ 

W ITH honour thus by Carolina pWd, 

How are thefe venerable buftoes grac’d* 

O Queen, with more than regal title crown’d, 

Foi love of arts and piety renovim’d ^ 

* Ne\\top, Locke, Claikc, and Woolafton* 

How 
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How do the friends of virtue joy to fee 
Her darling Tons exalted thus by thee * 

Nought to their fame can now be added more. 
Rever’d by her whom all mankind adore 

ANOTHER. 

LEWIS the hving learned fed. 

And rais’d the fcientific head 
Our frugal Queen, to fave her meat. 

Exalts tue head that cannot eat 


ACo'nclusion drawn from the above Epigrams^ 
andfent to the Drapier 

SINCE Anna, whofe bounty thy merits had fed. 
Ere her own was laid low, had exalted thy head; 

And lince our good Queen to the wife is fo juft. 

To raife heads for fuch as are humbled in dull, 

I wonder, good man, that you are not envaulted, 
Pr’ythee, go and be dead, and be doubly exalted, 

Br Swift’s Answer 

HER majefty never lhall be my exalter. 

And yet ihe would raife me, I know, by a halter! 


TO 
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TO THE REVEREND DR SWIFT. 

WITH A PRESENTOF A PAPER-BOOK FI NELyBOUN 1 > 
ON HIS BIRTH-BAY, NOVEMBER 30, I732 

BY JOHN EARL OF ORRERY. 

T O thee, dear Swift, thefe fpodefs leaves I fend 5 
Small IS the prefent, hat lincere the friend 
Think not fb poor a book below thy care , 

Who knows the pnce that thou canfl make it bear ^ 
Thougii tawdry now, and, like Tynlia’s face. 

The fpecious front fhines out with borrowM grace ; 
Though pafte-boards, ghttenng like a tmfePd coat, 

A faja tabula within denote 
Yet, if a venal and corrupted age. 

And modern vices, fhould provoke thy rage; 

If, warn’d once more by their impendmg fate, 

A finking country and an injur’d fiate 
Thy great aiSfiance fhould again demand. 

And call forth reafon to defend the knd. 

Then fiiall we view tiefe fheets with glad furprife 
Inipir’d with thought, and fpeaking to our eyes . 

Each vacant Ipace fball then, enrich’d, difpenfc 
True force of eloquence, and nervous fenfe; 

Inform the judgement, animate the heart. 

And facred rules of policy impart 

The Ipangled covering, bnght with fplendid ore. 

Shall cheat the fight with empty fhow no more. 


But 
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But ^ead us ^nwarJ to thofe golden mines, 

Yvnere rl tuy foal in native lallre Ihines 
So vvhen the e/e Airve/s fome lovely fan. 

With. Lioom of beauty grac’d, with fliape and airj 
How xs the rapture lieigti^en’d, when we find 
Hei form ceu’d by her ce^eflial mind ^ 


VERSES LEFT WITH A SILVER STANDISH 

ON THE DEAN OF ST PATRICIC S DESK 

ON HIS BIRTH. DAY 

BY DR DELANY 

H ither from Mexico I came. 

To fer\e a proud lernian dame. 

Was long fubmitted to her will. 

At length fhe loft me at quadnPe 
Through vauous fhapes I ofen pafs’d. 

Still hoping to ha\e reft at laft. 

And ftill ambitious to obtam 
Admittance to the p^ti ot dean , 

And fcmetimes got within hii> door. 

But foon turn’d out to ferve the pocr^ , 

Not ftiolhng Idienefs to a d. 

But honeft Induftry decay’d 


^ AJIudi7i5, to 500/ a jeai lent by the Dein, Without 
to pool traderaaea F 


At 
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At length an artift purcha^^’d ne. 

And wi ought me to the ihape you Tee 
Tliio done, to Heimes I apply ’d 

0 Hermes’ gratit) my pride. 

Be It fate to fei ve a fage. 

The grcdteil genus of his age , 

** That mate deis pei ku me fipply, 

Whofe lu mg lines will nether die ’ 

1 grart your fait, the God repl/i. 

And here he left me to leiide. 


VERSES 

OCCASIO^E1> By 

THE FOREGOING PRESENT^^ 

A PAPER-BOOK IS fent by Boyle> 

Too neatly gilt for me to foil 
Delany fends a filver ftanchih. 

When I no more a pen can brandiih 
Let both around my tomb be plac’d. 

As tropbes of a Mufe deceased 
And let the friendly lines they writ 
In praife of long-departed wit 
Be grav’d on eidier dde m columns. 

More to my praifo than all my vokmes. 

To burit with envy, Qnte, and rage. 

The Vandals of the prefent age. 


THS 
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THE BEASTS CONFESSION 
TO THE PRIEST 

OJN OBSERVING HOW MOST MEN MISTAKE THEIR 
OWN TALENTS I732 

W HEN beafts could fpeak (the learned fay* 
They M can do fo every day). 

It feems, the} had religion then. 

As much as now we find in men 
It happen’d, when a plague broke out 
^ Which therefore made them more devout). 

The king of brutes (to make it plain. 

Of quadrupeds I only mean) 

By proclamation gave command. 

That every fubjefi in the land 
Should to the pneft confefs their fins; 

And thus the pious wolf begins 
Good father, I muft own with fliame. 

That often I have been to blame 
I mufi: confefs, on Friday laft. 

Wretch that I was^ I broke my fall: 

But I defy the bafofi: tongue 
To prove I did my neighbour wrong; 

Or ever went to feek my food 
By rapme, theft, or thirfi: of bloods 
The afs, approaching next, confefi’d. 

That m his heart he lov’d a jeft^ 


A wag 
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A wag he was, he needs muft own. 

And conld not let a dunce alone 
Sometimes his friend he would not Ipare, 
And might perhaps be too fevere 
But yet, the worft that could be faid. 

He was a both bom and bred. 

And, if It be a iin or lhame. 

Nature alone muft bear the blame 
One fault he hath, is forry for ’t. 

His ears are half a foot too ihoit. 

Which could he to the flandard bnng. 

He ’d fhew his face before the king 
Then for his voice, there h none dilputes 
That he ’s the nightingale of brutes 
The fwine with contnte heart allow’d. 
His Ihape and beauty made him proud* 
In diet was perhaps too nice. 

But gluttony was ne’er his vice : 

In every turn of life content. 

And meekly took what fortune fonts 
Inquire through all the panfh round, 

A better neighbour ne’er was found 
His vigilance might fomedifpleafe, 

’Tis true, he hated doth like peafo* 

The immic ape began his chatter. 

How evil tongues his life faelpatter 
Much of the cenfunng world complain’d. 
Who faid, his gravity was feign’d 
Indeed the fln^nefs of ks morals 
Engag’d him m a hundred quarrels: 
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FL fruv, and he was griev’d to fee ’t, 

Kis zeal was fonetimes indifcreet 
He found his viituea too fevcre 
For our conupted t^mes to bear 
Yet fuch a levvd licentious age 
Might v/ell excufe a Stoic’s rage 
The goat advanc’d with decent pace 5 
And firit excus’d his you'-hful face , 
Forgivenefs bcgg’d, that he appeal’d 
(’Twas nature’s fault) without a beard. 
’Tis true, he was not much inclin’d 
To fondnefs for the female kmdj^ 

Not, as his enemies objeft. 

From chance, or natural defe£l. 

Not by his fngid conftitution, 

Put through a pious refolution; 

For he had made a holy vow 
Of chaihty, as Monks do now, 

Which he refolv’d to keep for ever hence. 
And ftridly too, as doth his -^Reverence 
Apply the tale, and you fhaU find. 

How jufi: It fuits with human-kmd 
Some faults we own but, can )ou guefs ? 
—Why, virtues earned to exetE, 
Wherewith our vanitv endows us. 

Though neither foe nor friend allows us 
The lawyer fwears (you may rely on ’t) 
He never fqueez’d a needy client. 


And 


^ TJie pneil his confe0br^ 
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An I this he makes his conliant rule, 

Por which hxs brethren call him fool 
Hii conlcience always was fo nice. 

He freely gave the poor advice. 

By which he loll, he nay afHrm, 

A hundred fees lall Ealler-term 
While others of the learned robe 
Would break the patience of a Job, 

No pleader at the bar could match 
IIij diligence and quick difnatch, 

Nc^er kept a caufe, he wcD may boa<l. 
Above a term, or two at mofl 
The Clinging knave who feeks a place 
ithout fuccefs, thus tells his cafe 
Why fliould he longei mince the matter ** 
He fail’d, becaufe he could not flatter, 
He had not learn’d to turn his coat, 

Noi for a paity give his aote 
Hio crime he quickly underftood. 

Too zealous for the nation’s good 
He found the mimflers refent it, 

Ytt could not for his heart repent it 
The chiplam vows he cannot fawn. 
Though It would laife him to the lawn* 
He pafs’d his hours among his books; 
You find It m his meagre looks 
He might, li he were worldly wile, 
Prefeimcnt get, and Ipare his eyes. 

But own’d he had a ftubborn fpirit. 

That made him trull alone to merit 
VoL XLIV D 


Would 
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Would nfe by ment to promotion, 

Alas ^ a mere chimeric notion 
The dodor, if you will believe him, 
Confefs’d a iin, and, (God forgive him 
Call’d up at midnight, ran to fave 
A blind old beggar from the grave 
But fee how Satan fpieads his fnares. 

He quite forgot to fay his prayers 
He cannot help it for his heart 
Sometimes to ad the parfon’s part 
^otes from the Bib^e many a fentence. 
That moves his patients to repentance 
And, when his medicmes do no good. 
Supports their mmds with heavenly food. 
At which, however weE intended. 

He hears the clergy are offended. 

And grown fo bold behind his back. 

To call him hypocrite and quack 
In his own church he keeps a feat. 

Says grace before and after meat. 

And calls, without affedmg airs. 

His houlhold twice a day to prayers 
He Ihuns apothecaries’ {hops. 

And hates to cram the lick with flops. 

He fcorns to make his art a tiade. 

Nor bribes my lady’s favourite maid • 

Old nurfe-keepers would never hire. 

To recommend him to the fquire , 

Which others, whom, he will not name. 
Have often praftis^d to their ftiame 


The 
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The ftatefman tells you, with a fneer^ 

HGs fault IS to he tmfincmi 
And, having no iinifter ends. 

Is apt to difobiige his friends 
The nation’s good, his mafter’s glory. 
Without regard to Whig or Tory, 

Were all the fchemes he had mview. 

Yet he was feconded by few 
Though fome had fpread a thoufand lyes, 
^Twas he defeated the Excife. 

^Twas known, though he hffid^home afperfionj 
That fiundtng troops were hiS^ayerfion 
His pradice was, in every ftatidn. 

To ferve the king, and pieafe the nation; 
Though hard to find in every cafe 
The fitteil man to fill 
His promifes Ife ne’er forgtrt. 

But took memonals on the jfpot- 
His enemies, for want of chanty, 
haid, he affefled popidWty^ 

’Tis tiue, the peO]^*ui^erf^?, * 

That all he d!<f \$?s%#fheir good; 

Their kind afFei5li<?n^ hd* has try’d. 

No love is lofi dn either Me 
He came to court with fortune deaf. 

Which now he runs out every yeii*- 
Muft, at the rat^thatlte*'goes oii, 

Inevit^bH be undone 

OhJ if his Majeffy^wouTd plepfc 

To give him but a wni of eafe, 

Bz 
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Would giant him licence to retire. 

As It hath long been his dehre. 

By fan accounts it would be found, 

He ’s poorei by ten thoufand pound* 

Pie owns, and hopes it is no fin. 

Pie ne’er was partial to his Lm , 

He thought it bafe for men m Nations 
To crowd tlie court with then relations . 
His country was his dearefl mother. 

And every virtuous man his brother , 
Through modefly or awkward fhame 
(For which he owns himfelf to blame). 
Pie found the v/ifeii man he could. 
Without reiped to friends or blood. 

Nor never ads on private views. 

When he hath liberty to choofc 
The fharper fwore he hated play, 
Except to pafs an hour away 
And weP he might , ior, to his coft, 

B / want ol Ikill he always loll 
Pie heard theie was a club of cheats. 
Who had contriv’d a thoufand feats , 
Could change the flock, or cog a dye. 
And thus deceive the fharpefl e^e 
Nor wonder how hio fortune funk , 

His brothers fleece him when he ’s drunk 
I own the moral not exad 
Befldes, the tale is falfe in fad. 

And fo abiurd, that, could I raife up 
From fields Elyfian, fabhng iEfop, 


I would 
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I would accufe him to his face 
For libeling the four-foot race 
Creatuies of every kind but ours 
Well compiehend their natural powers. 
While we, whom ^eafon ought to fway, 
Miftake our talents e\ ery day 
The afs was never known fo Hupid 
To ad the pait of Tray or Cupid, 

Nor leaps upon hxs mafter’s lap. 

There to be Uroak’d, and fed with pap. 
As M{op would the world perfuade. 

He be •■ter underftands his trade 
Nor comes, whene’^er his lady whiftles , 
But carries loads, and feeds on tbiflles 
Our authoi’s meaning, I prefume, xSj 
A creature hpeset mplumts^ 

Wherein the moraliil delign’d 
A compliment on human-kind 
For here he owns, that now and then 
Bealls may degenerate into men. 


ADVICE TO A PARSON 

W OULD you nfe in the chureh ^ be atid dtdl , 

Be empty of IeanH»g,of mfofcncc fully 
Though lewd and immoral, be formal 
In Battery an arirfl, in fawmng a Jla^uel 
No merit, no fcience, no virtue, panting 
In him that *$ accomphlli’d in mugmg 

Ds Be 
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Be ftadious to pra<5i:ife true mmntiejs of fptni^ 

For who but lord Bolton* was mitred for merit ^ 
Would you wifh to be wrapt in a rochet ? in fhort. 
Be pox’d and profane as F — n or Hortef 

THE PARSON^S CASE 

T hat y<Mi, fnend Marcus, like a Stoick, 
Can wiih to die an llrains heroic. 

No real fortitude implies 

Yet, all muH own, thy wiih is wife 

Thy cu^'ate’s place, thy fruitful wife. 

Thy bufy, drudging fcene of life. 

Thy infolent, illiterate vicar. 

Thy want of all-confoling liquor, < 

Thy thread-bare gown, thy cafTock rent. 

Thy credit funk, thy money Ipent, 

Thy week made up of fafting-days, 

^rhy grate unconfaous of a blaze. 

And, to complete thy other cuifes. 

The quarteily demands of nurfes. 

Are |[}s you wifely wifh to leave, 

Ard fly for to the grave 
And, oh^ what virtue you exprefs. 

In Wifliing fuch afEiflions lefs * 

But, now, fhould Fortune fliift the fcene. 

And mfcithy Curatefhip a Dean, 

* Th«n archhiihop of Cafliel 
•{• At tliat time biihop of Kilmore* 


Or 
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Or fome rich benefice provide. 

To pamper luxury and pnde. 

With labour fmail, and income great. 

With chariot lefs for ufe than ftate. 

With fwelhng fcarf and glolly gown. 

And licence to refide in toivn. 

To Ihine, where all the gay refort. 

At concerts, coffee-houfe, or court. 

And weekly perfecute his Grace 
With vifits, or to beg a place. 

With underhngs thy flock to teach. 

With no defire to pray or preach. 

With haughty fpoufe in vefiure fine. 

With plenteous meals and generous wine ; 

Wouldil: thou not wiih, m fo much eafe. 

Thy years as numerous as thy days ^ 

THE HARDSHIP UPON THE LADIES 

m3 

P OOR ladies ^ though their bufinefs be to play, 

IS hard they muft be bufy night and day » 
Why ihould they want the privilege 
Nor take ferae fmall diverfions now and ' 

Had women been the makers o|ir hws 
(And why they were liot, I can fee no caufe). 

The men ihould Have at cards from morn to night. 
And female pleafures be to read and write 

D4 
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A LOVE SONG, 
IN THE MODERN TASTE 1733 

I 

I ^jj'LUTTERING fpread thy purple pinions. 
Gentle Cupid, o’er my hxeart, 

I a flave in thy dominions , 

Nature muH give way to art 
If 

Mild Arcadians, ever blooming. 

Nightly nodding o’er 5 our flocks. 

See my wear} days confuming 
AH beneath yon flowery rocks 
III 

Thus the Cyprian goddefs weeping 
Mourn’d Adorns, darling youth 
Him the boar, in flience creeping. 

Gor’d with unrelenting tooth 
IV 

Cynthia, tune harmomous numbera. 

Fair Difcretion, firing the lyre. 

Sooth my ever-waking flumbers, 

Bnght Apollo, lend thy choir 
V 

Gloomy Pluto, king of tenors. 

Arm’d in adamantine chains. 

Lead me to the cryflal mirrors. 

Watering foft Elyflan plains 


IT Mournful 



ALOVESONG. 41 

VI 

Mournful cyprefs, verdant willow. 

Gliding my Aurelia’s brows, 

Morpheus, hovering o’er my pillow. 

Hear me pay my d)ing vows. 

VII 

Melancholy fmooth Maeander, 

Swiftly purling m a lound. 

On thy margin lot ers w^ander. 

With thy flowery chaplets crown’d 
VIII 

Thus when Philomela drooping 
Softly feeks her fllent mate. 

See the bird of Juno flooping , 

Melody reflgns to fate 


On the Words BROTHER PROTESTANTS, 
and FELLOW CHRISTIANS, 

So familiarly iifed by the Advocates for the Repeal of 
the Test-act in Ireland 1733. 

A n inundation, fays the fable, 

O’erflow’d a farmer’s bam and flable; 

Whole ricks of hay, and flacks of com. 

Were down the fudden current borne, 

While things of heterogeneous kind 
Together float with tide and wind 
The geneious wheat forgot its pride. 

And fail’d with litter fide by fide. 


Uniting 
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Uniting all, to Ihew their amit^. 

As in a general calamity 
A ball of new-dropt horfe’s dung. 

Mingling with apples in the throng. 

Said to the pippin plump and pnm. 

See, biotlier, how we apples fwim 
Thus Lamb, renown’d for cutting corns. 

An offer’d fee of RadclifF fcorns 
Not for the world — we doctors, bi other. 

Mull take no fees of one another ” 

Thus to a Dean fome Curate floven 
Subfcribes, Dear Sii , your brother loving 
Thus all the footmen, fhoe-boys, porters. 

About St James’s, cry, We courtiers 
Thus H — e in the houfe will pi ate. 

Sir, we the minifter? of ftate ” 

Thus at the bar die blockhead Bettefworth, 

Though half a crown overpays his fwea‘‘’s worth. 
Who knows in law nor text nor margent. 

Calls Singleton his brothei ferjeant 
And thus fanatic faints, though neither in 
Doctrine nor difciphne our biethien. 

Are Brother ProteHants and Chuftians, 

As much as Hebrews and Phihftines 
But m no other fenfe, than nature 
Has made a rat our fellow-creature 
Lice^om ypur body fuck their food. 

But IS a loufe your fiefh and blood ^ 

Though bom of human filth and fweat, it 
May as well be faidman did beget it; 

But 
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But maggots in your noie and clnn 
As well may claim you for their km 
Yet criticks may obje^;. Why not? 

Smce lice are brethren to a Scot 
Which made our fvvarm of feds determine 
Employments for their brother vermm. 

But be they Englifh, Infli, Scottifh, 

What Proteftant can be fo fottifli. 

While o’er me church thefe clouds are gathenng. 
To call a fwarm of lice his brethren 2 
As Mofes, by divine advice. 

In Egypt turn’d the dull to lice. 

And as our feds, by all defcnptions. 

Have hearts more harden’d than Egyptians 5 
As from the trodden daft they fpiing, 

And, turn’d to lice, infeft the king 
For pity’s fake, it would be jaft, 

A rod Ihould turn them back to dufi* 

Let folks m high or holy Rations 
Be proud of owning fuck relations. 

Let courtiers hug them in their bofom,. 

As if they were afraid to lofe ’em 
While I, with humble Job, had rather 
Sfy to corruption — Thou ’rt my father/^ 

For he that has fo little wit 
To nounfti vermin, may be ku 
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THE YAHOO^S OVERTHROW, 

O R, 

THE KEVAN BAYL’S NEW BALLAP, 

yPON SERJEANT KITE’s INSULTING THE DEAN* 

To the Tune of Derry down ’’ 

J OLLY boys of St Kenan’s, St Patrick’s, Donore, 
And Smithfield, I ’ll tell you, if not told befoie. 
How Bettefworth, that booby, and fcoundrcl in gra n. 
Hath infulted us all by infultmg the Dean 

Knock hzm don^in, do-wn, dorcvn^ knock him do^un* 

The Dean and his merits we every one know , 

Bat this fkip of a Lawyer, where the De’el did he grow ^ 
How greater his merit at Four Courts or Houfe, 

Than the barking of Towzer, or leap of a loufe ^ 

Knock hirndoiLHi ACk 

That he came from the Temple, his morals do fhow, 
But where his deep law is, few mortals yet know 
His rhetoric, bombaft, filly jeils, are by far 
More hke to lampooning, than pleading at bar 

Knock hm do^n, &c», 

This pedlar, at fpeaking and making o^laws. 

Hath met with leturns of all forts but applaufe. 

Has, with noife and odd geflures, been prating fome years, 
SVhat honefier folks never durfi for their ears 

Knock hm down^ 

Of 
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Of all fizes and forts, die fanatical crew 
Are hia Brother Proteftants, good men and true , 

Red hat, and blue bonnet, and turbant the fame 
What the De’el is ’t to him whence the Devil they came > 

Knock him douLn^ Ac 

Hobbes, Undal, and WoolRon, and Collins, and 
Naylefj 

And Muggleton, Toland, and Bndicy die Taylor, 

Aie Chriftians alike, and it may be aierPd, 

He ’s a Chruftian as good as the red of the herd 

Kroc^ h m domon, 

He only the rights of the clergy debates. 

Their rights^ their importance’ We ^11 fet on new 
rates 

On their tithes at half-notlung, their pnedhood at lefs: 
What ^s next to be voted, with eafe you may guefs 

Ki*ock hm doim, &c. 

At length his Old Mafter (I need not him name) 

To this damnable Speaker had long ow’d a fhame. 
When his fpeech came abroad, he paid him off oiean. 
By leavmg him undei the pen of the Dean 

Knock him dot^n, Ac» 

He kindled, as if the whole Same had been 
The oppreiiioB of Virtue, not wrages of Sin 
He began, as he bragged, with a rant and a roar. 

He bragg’d how he kmnc’d> and he fwore how he 
fwore 

Knock him down, Ac, 
Though 
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ThougK he cnng^d to his Deanfhip in very low 
hrains. 

To others he boafted of knocking out brains. 

And flitting of nofes, and cropping of ears, 

While his own afs’s zaggs were more fit fo’* the fhears 

Knock hm dovony &c 

On this Worrier of Deans whene’er we can hit. 

We ’ll fhew him the way how to crop and to flit. 

We ’ll teach him fbme better addrefs to afford 
To the Dean of all Deans, though he wears not a fword 

Knock him do'vony Lc 

We ’ll colt him through' Fevan, St Patrick’s, Donore, 
And Smithfield, as Rap was ne’er coked before. 

We ’E oil him with kennel, and powder him with 
grams, 

A modus right fit for infulters of Deans 

Knock him do^n, &c 

And, when this is over, we ’ll make him amends , 

To the Dean he fhall go , they fhall kifs and be friends * 
But how ? Why, the Dean fhall to him difclofe 
A face for to kifs, without eyes, ears, or nofe 

Knock him dovjny &c 

If you fay this is hard on a man that is reckon’d 
That ferjeant at law whom we call Kite the Second, 
You imftake, for a flave, who will coax his fupenors. 
May be proud to be hcking a great man’s poftenors 

Knock him do^n, Sec 


What 
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What care we how high cans his pafilon or pnde ? 
Though his fcul be deipifes, he values his hide , 

Then fear not his tongue, or his fword, or his knife; 
^He ’ll take his revenge on his innocent wife 

JCnock hzm domjtt, dom)n^ keep him da^fu 


ON THE 

ARCHBISHOP OF CASHEL^ 
AND BETTESWORTH 

D ear Dick, pr’ythee tell by what paiSon you move ? 

The world is in doubt, whether hatred or love , 
And, while at good Calhel you rad with fuch fpite. 
They Ihrewdly fufpe^t it is all but a bite 
You certainly know, though ib loudly you vapour. 

His fpite cannot wound, who attempted the Drapier* 
Then, pr’ythee, refleQ;, take a word of advice. 

And, as your old wont is, change hdesm a tnce 
On his virtues hold forth , ’tis the very bed way* 

And fay of the man what all honed men fay 
But if, ftiil obdurate, your anger remains , 

If flill your foul bofom more rancour contains; 

Say then more than they, nay^ laviChly flatter, 

®Tis your grofs paaegyncks alone cm bef^^ter. 

For thine, my dear Dick, give me leave to fpeak plai% 
Like a veiy foul mop, duty more than they cleam 
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A ll human race would fun be w///. 

And miliions mifs for one that hits 
Young’s univerfal pafiion, pric^e^ 

Was never known to fpread fo wide 

Say, Britain, could you ever boaft 5 

Three poets in an age at moil ? 

Our chilling climate hardly bears 
A of ba)s in fifty years, 

While every fool his claim alledges. 

As if It grew in common hedges i® 

What realbn can there be aflign’d 
For this perverfenels m the mind ? 

Brutes find out where their talents he 
A will not attempt to , 

A founder’d horfe will oft’ debate, 15 

Before he tnes a five-barr’d gate , 

A dog by infiinifl tuns nfidc. 

Who fees the ditch too deep and wide 

But man we find the only creature 

Who, led by folly, combats Nature , 20 

Who, when pe loudly cries. Forbear, 

With obftinacy fixes there , 

And, where his genius leafi: inclines, 

Abfurdly bends his whole defigns 


Not 
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Not empire to the nfing fiin 
By valoar, <:ondud> fortune won; 

Not higheft fwtfdom in debates 
For framing laws to govern Hates; 

Not Ikill in iciences profound, 

So large to grafp the circle round; 3$ 

Such heavenly influence require. 

As how to flrike the Mu/e^s lyre* 

Not beggar’s brat on bulk begot; 

Not baflard of a pedlar Scot; 

Not boy brought up to cleaning Ihoes, 35 

The ipawn of Bridewell or the Hews , 

Not infants dropt, the Ipunous pledges 
Of gtpjies Iittenng under hedges; 

Are fo difqualifv’d by fate 

To rife m church, or or fiate, 4c 

As he whom Phoebus in his ire 
Hath blafled with poetic fire. 

What hope of cuftom in the fmr. 

While not a foul demands your wareP 

Where you have nothing to produce 45 

For private life, or public ufel 

Ctmrt, City, country, want you not; 

You bribe, betray, or plot 
For poets, law makes no piovifion; 

The wealthy have you in dcaifion 5« 

Of Hate aHairs you cannot fmatter. 

Are awkward when you try to flatter 
Your poroon, taking Britain round. 

Was jnH one annual hundred pound; 

Von XLIV. E Now 
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Now not fo much as in remainder. 

Since Cibber brought-m an attaindei ; 

For ever fix’d by right divine 
(A monarch’s light) on Grub-fireet line 
Poor fiarveling bard, how fmall thy gams ^ 
How unproportion’d to thy pains* 

And here a fimile comes pat in 
Though chickens take a month to fatten. 

The guefts in lefs than half an hour 
Will more than half a fcore devour 
So, after toihng twenty days 
To earn a ftock of pence and praife. 

Thy labours, grown the critick’s prey. 

Are fwallow’d o’er a difli of tea. 

Gone to be never heard of more, 

Gone where die chickens went before* 
How,lhall a new attempter learn 
Of diifereiife,fpirits to difcern. 

And l^w diftmguifti which is which. 

The poet’s vein, or fcnbbling itch 
Then hear an old expeuenc’d finner, 
Infirudhftg thus a young beginner 
Confult 5 (ciurfeif, and if you find 
A powerful impulfe urge your mind. 
Impartial judge withm your breafl 
^ What fubjedt you can manage bell, 

''Whether your genius moil inclines 
To fatire, praife, or humorous lines. 

To elegies in mournful tone. 

Or prologue fent from hand unknown. 
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Tiien, rifing with Aurora’s light. 

The Mufe invok’d, fit down to write; 

Blot out, correfk, mfert, reiine. 

Enlarge, dimimfli, interline. 

Be mindful, when mvention fails, 

I'o fcratch you’* head, and bite your nails* 90 
Your poem fimfh’d, next your care 
Is needful to tianfcribe it iair 
In modern wit all printed trafh is 
Set off with numerous breaks and dajhes^ 

To ftatefmen would you give a wipe, 95 

You print it in Itaitc tjpe^ 

When letters are in vulgar fhapes, 

^Tis ten to one the wit efcapes . 

But, when in capitals expreff. 

The dulled reader fmokes the jed , too 

Or elfe perhaps he may invent 
A better than the poet meant; 

As lekmed commentators view 
In Homer more than Homer knew- 

Your poem in its modilh drefs, 105 

Correctly £tted for the preft. 

Convey by penny-poft to Lmtot, 

But let no fnend alive look into ’t* 

If Lmtot thinks ’twill ^uxt the cofL 
Y ou need not fear your labour loft- 1 10 

And how agreeably furpris’d 
Are you to fee it advertis’d * 

The hawker Ihews you one m pnnt. 

As frefli as farthings from the mint 

Ez The 



SWIFT*S FOBMS 


The produ6l of your toil and fweating , n j 

A baftard of your own begetting 
Be fure at WilP-6> the foHowing day. 

Lie fnug, and hear what cnticks fay, 

Andy if you find-'the general vogue 

Pronounces you a Ihipid rogue/ 120 

Damns all your thoughts low and little. 

Sit jftill, and fwallow down ^^our fpattk 
Be filent as a politician. 

For talking may beget Alpicion“* 

Or praife the judgement t>f the town, 125 

And help yourfelf to run it down 
Give up your fond paternal pride. 

Nor a’-gue on the weaker fide 

For poems read without a name 

fWe jufHy praife, or juftly blame; » 130 

And cnticks have no partnai inews, 

Except they know whom they abiife 
And, fince you ne*er provoke their fpite, 

Depend upon their judgement *s nght 

But if you blab, you are undone 135 

Confider what a nfk you run 

You lofe your credit all at once; 

The town will mark you for a^dunce , 

The vile ft doggrel, Grt^-*ftreet fends. 

Will pafs for yours witb foes and friends , * 140 

And you muft bear the whole difgrace, 

Till fome firefh blockhead takes your places 
Your fecret kept, your poem funk. 

And fent in quires to Ime a trunk. 


If 
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3f 1!:^ you be difpos’d to rhyme, 145 

Go try your hand a fecond time 
Again you fail yet Bafe *s the word ; 

Take courage, and attempt a third 
But firft with care employ your thoughts 
Where cnticks marked your former faults, l-jo 
The trivial turns, the borrow'd wit. 

The Jimtles that nothing fiti:: 

The cant which every fool repeats. 

Town jefts and coiFe%|i^e conceits; 

Defcriptions tedious, fiat and dry, 155* 

And introduc’d tho Lord knows why ; 

Or where we find your fury fet 
Againfi the harmleis alphabet; 

On A’s and B’s your mahce vent. 

While readers wonder whom you meant; rfo 
A pubhc or a private rahher^ 

A Jfate/rtan, or a South-fea jchher^ 

A prelate whoaio God believes; 

A parhaijent, or den of thieves; 

A pick-purfe at the bar or b^nch ; 165 

A dutchefs, or a fuburb-wench 
Or oft’, when epithets you hnk 
In gaping lines to fill a chinK, 

Like fteppmg-fiones to ikve a finde, < 

In fireets where kennels are too wide, 1^70 

Or like a hed-^piece, to fupport 
A cnpple with one foot too ihort; 

Or hke ^ bridge, that jeans a martib 
To moorlands of a different parifiit 

Ej Sq 
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So have I feen ill-coupled hounds 
Drag different ways in miiy grounds. 

So geographers m Afric maps 
With favage pi^ures fill their g'lps^ 

And o’er unhabitable downs 
Place elephants for want of towns i8o 

Butj though you mifs your third effay>^ 

You need not throw your pen away. 

Lay now alide all thoughts of fame. 

To fpnng more proStabie game 
From party-merit feek fupport, 185 

The vileH veife thrives beff at courtr 
A pamphlet in Sir Bob’s defence 
WiH never fail to bnng-in pence ' 

Nor be concern’d about the fale. 

He pays his workmen on the nail 
A prince, the moment he is crown’d. 

Inherits every virtue round. 

As emblems of the fpverugn power. 

Like other baubles in the Tower, 

Is generous, valiant, juft, and wife, 195 

And fo continues till he dies 
His humble Jenau this profeftes. 

In all their fpesches, <vQies» addrejfes* 

But once you fix him in a tomb. 

His virtues fade, his vices bloom, 200 

And each perfedhon, wrong imputed. 

Is fully at his death confuted 
The loads of poems m his praife, 

Afcending, make one funeral blajse . 


As 
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As foon as yoa can hear his knell, 205 

This god on earth turns devil in hell^ 

And lo * his minifters of Hate, 

Transform’d to imps, his levee wait. 

Where, in the fcenes of endlefs woe. 

They ply their former arts below, dto 

An&, as they fail in Charon’s boat. 

Contrive to bnbe the judge’s vote 5^ 

To Cerberus they give a £bp. 

His tnple-barking mouth to Hop, 

Or in the ivory gate of dreams 215 

Projed Excife and South 4 ea fchemesjr 
Or hire thei| party-pamphleteers 
To fet Elylium by the ears 
Then, foet^ if you mean to thrive. 

Employ your Mufe on kings alive, 2zo 

With prudence gathering up a cluHer 
Of all the virtues you can muHer, 

Which, form’d into a garland fweet. 

Lay humbly at your monarch’s feet. 

Who, as the odours reach his throne, 

Will fmile, and think them all his own^ 

For Zaw and gofpel both determine 
All virtues lodge in royal ermine 
(T mean the oracles of both. 

Who fliall depofe it upon oath ) 2^30 

Your garland in the Hdlowing reign. 

Change but the names, mil do again 
But, if you think this trade too bafe, 

(Which feldom is the dunce’s cafe) 

E 4. 
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Fut on the critick^s brow, and fit 535* 

At Will’s the puny judge of wit 
A nod, a Ihrug, a fcomful finale. 

With cauuon us’d, may ferve a while* 

Proceed no further in your part, 

JBcfore you learn the terms of art, 240 

For you can never be too far gone 
In all our modern cnticks’ jargon 
Then talk with more authentic face 
Of unities ^ m tme and place , 

Get fcraps of Horace from your fnends, ir4 j 

And have them at your fingers' ends. 

Learn Anfiotle’s rules by rote. 

And at all hazards boldly quote,. 

Judicious Rymer oft' review. 

Wife Dennis, ard profound Bofib j 2^5 e 

Read all the prefaces df Dryden, 

For thefe our cnticks much confide ia 
(Though merely writ at firft for fillmg. 

To raife the volume’s price a fklhng) 

A forward cntick often dupes us 5 

With foam quotations pen hapjhus , 

And if we have not read Longinus, 

Will magifieriallf outfome us 
Then, left with Greek he over-run ye. 

Procure tlie book for loi^e or money, 260 

Tranflated from Boileau's tranllation. 

And quote quotation on quotation* 

At Will's, you hear a poem read. 

Where Battus from the table-head. 


Reclining 
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Recluung on ks elbow-chair. 

Gives judgement with deciilve air. 

To whom, the tribe of archng wits 
As to an oracle fabmits 
He gives diredions to the town,. 

To cry it up, or ran it down. 

Like courtiers, when they fend a note, 
Inlirufhng members how to vote 
He fets the ftamp of bad and good. 
Though not a word be underllood 
Your lefTon leam’d, you ^11 be fecure 
To get the name of connotffeur 
And, when your ments once are known. 
Procure difciples of your own. 

For poets (you can never want ^em) 
Spread through Augufta Trmobantum, 
Computing by their pecks of coals, 
Amount to juft mne thouland fouls 
Theft o*er their proper diftnifts govern. 
Of wit and humour judges foverei^ 

In every ftreet a. city-bard 
Rules, hke an alderman, his ward ; 

His indifputed rights extend 
Through all the lane, from end to end? 
The neighbours round 
For fongs of and 
Out-done by none m ifeyinmg well. 
Although he never leamM to 
Two bordering wits contend for glory. 
And one is Whig, and one is Tory 
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And tins for epics claims the bays, 

And that for elegiac lays 

Some fam’d for numbers foft and fmooth. 

By lovers fpoke in Punch’s booth, 

And fome as juftly fame extols 

For lofty lines in Smithfield drolls 300 

Bavius in Wapping gams renown. 

And Maevius reigns o’er Kentilh-town 
Tigeilius, plac’d m Phcebus’ car. 

From Ludgate Ihines to Temple-bar 
Harmonious Cibber entertains 305: 

The court with annual birth-day Hrains , 

Whence Gay was banifli’d in difgrace. 

Where Pope will never fliow his face , 

Where Young muft torture his invention 
To flatter kna<ues, or lofe bis psnjion* 310 

But thefe are not a thoufandth part 
Of jobbers in the poet’s art. 

Attending each his proper ftation. 

And all in due fubordination. 

Through every alley to be found, 5 

In gariets high, or undei ground. 

And when they join their psncramesy 
Out llaps a hook of mifcellames 
Hobbes clearly pro/es, that every creature 
Lives in a flate of war by nature. 

The greater for the fmallefl: watch. 

But meddle feldom with their match 
A whale of moderate fize will draw 
A flioal of herrings down his maw s 
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A fox with geefe his belly crams, 32^ 

A wolf deHroys a thoufand lambs 
But fearch among the rhyming race. 

The brave ^ are worry ^d by the bafe 
If on ParnafTus’ top you lit. 

You rarely bite, are always bit. 330 

Each poet of mferior fize 
On you lhall rail and cnticife. 

And Hrive to tear you limb from limhj^ 

While others do as much for him 

The vermin only teafe and pinch 335 

Iheir foes fuperior by an mch 
So, naturahfts obferve, a flea 
Hath fmaller fleas that on him prey , 

And thefe have fmaller flill to hite 
And fo proceed ad tnfimtum 340 

Thus every poet m has kind 
Is bit by him that comes behind 
Who, tliough too httle to be feen. 

Can teafe, and gall, and give the fpleen/ 

Call dunces fools and fons of whores. 

Lay Grub-ftreet at each other's doors. 

Extol the Greek and Roman mafters. 

And curfe our modern poetafters ; 

Complain, as many an ancient bard did. 

How genius is no more rewarded. 

How wrong a tafb prevails among ns. 

How much ouranceftars outfung ns„ 

Can perfonate an awkward fcorn 
Eof thofe who are not poets bojm; 
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Atid all their brother^dunces lafli, 

Who crowd the prefs with hourly traik* 

O Grub«-itrcet’ how do I bemoan thee, 

Whofe giacelefe children fcorn to own tliee* 

Their filial piety forgot,. 

Beny their country,. like a Scot, 3.60 

Though, by their idifiim and grimace^ 

They foon betray their natiye place*. 

Yet thou hafir greater canfe to be % 

Alham’d of them, than they of thee#. 

Regenerate froili their ancient brood, 365 

Since firll the cijinrt allow’d them food 
Remains a difficulty tftdb 
To purchafe fame by writing ill 
From Flecknoe down to Howard’s tim^ 

How few have reach’d the /ow fubltme . ' 370 

For when our high-born Howard dy’d, 

Blackmore alone his place fupply’d 
And, left a chafm ftiould intervene. 

When death had finifh’d Blackmore’s reign,. 

The kadm cro^n devolv’d to thee. 

Great poet of the holloa tree* 

But ah ^ how unfectyge Ay^tteone * 

A thoufand bards tjiy-right difown t 
They plot to turn, in fadious zeal, 

Runcema to a common weal , 

And with rebellious arms pretend 
An equal privilege to defcend 
In bulk there arc not more degrees 
From elephants to mt&s alt 
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sThati what a cunous eye may trace 
In creatuies of the rhyming race 
From bad to worfe, and worfe, they falij 
But who can reach the worft of all? 

For though, in nature, depth and height 
.Are equally held infinite , 

In poetry, the height we know, 

^Tis only infinite beloiv 

For infiance when you ralhly think. 

No rhymer can like Welfted fink. 

His merits balanced, you ftiall find 
The Laureat leaves has far behind* 
Concannen, more afpinng bard. 

Soars downwards deeper by a yard 
Smart Jeipmy Moor with -vigour drops 
* The reft purfue as thick as hops 
'With heads to points the gulph they enter. 
Linked perpendicular to the centre; 

And, as their heels elated nfe. 

Their heads attempt the nether Ikies* 

Oh, what indignity and fibame. 

To proftitute the Mufe^s name » 

By fiattenng kings, whom Heaven defign’d 
The plagues and fcourges of mankind. 
Bred up in ignomnce and Both, 

^nd every vice that nurfes bodw 
Fair Bntain, in thy monarch Weft, 
Whofe virtues bear the finfleft teft , 
never fa£lion could be^t^r. 
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3S5 


39» 


39S 


400 


405 


41# 


What 



SWIFT’S POEMS. 


What juftice in rewarding merit ^ 

What magnanimity of fpirit * 

What lineaments divine we trace 
Through all his figure, mien, and face ^ 
Though peace with olive bind his hands, 
Confefs’d the conquering hero Hands 
Hydafpes, Indus, and the Ganges, 

Dread from his hand impending changes. 
From him the Tartar and Chmefe, 

Short by the knees, intreat for peace. 
The confort of his throne and bed, 

A perfed goddefs bom and bred. 
Appointed fovereign judge to iit 
On learning, eloquence, and wit. 

Our eldefl: hope, divine lulus, 

(Late, very late, oh may he rule us 
What early manhood has he fhown. 

Before his downy beard was grown ^ 

Then think, what wonders be done. 
By going on as he begun. 

An heir for Britam to fecure 
As long as fun and moon endure 
The remnant of the royal blood 
Comes pouring on me like a flood: 

Bright goddefles, m number five , 

Duke Wilham, fweetefl: prince alive. 

Kow fing the mimfter of fiate^ 

Who flimes alone without a mate. 

Obferve with what majeftic port 
This Adas fiands to prop the court . 
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Intent the public debts to pay. 

Like prudent Fabms, by delay 
Thou great vicegerent of the king. 

Thy praifes every Mufe Ihall fing * 

In all a^airs thou foie diredor. 

Of wit and learning chief protedor. 

Though fmali the time thou haft to Ipare, 

The church is thy peculiar care. 

Of pious prelates what a ftock 
You choofe, to rule the fable flock* 

You raife the honour of the peerage. 

Proud to attend you at the fteerage 
You dignify the noble race. 

Content yourfelf with humbler place. 

Now learning, valour, virtue, fenfe. 

To titles give the foie pretence 
St George beheld thee with dehght 
Vouchfafe to be an azure kmght, 

Whe 1 on thy breafts and fides Herculean 
He fix’d the fiar and firing cerulean* 

Say, poet, in what other nation 465 

Shone ever fuch a constellation * 

Attend, ye Popes, and Youngs, and Gays, 

And tune your harps, and ftrow your bay> ^ 

Your panegyncks here provide, 

You cannot err m Me* 470 

Above the ftars exalt your %le. 

You ftill are low tm dioiifeiid male. 

On Lewis all his bards beflow’d 
Of incenfe many a thoufend loadt 

But 
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But Europe mortify^d his pnde, 475 

And fwore the fawmng rafcals ly*d 
Yet what the world Tefus'd tor Lewis, 

Apply’d to George, exa£l:Iy true is 
Exadly true * invidious poet ^ 

’Tis fifty thoufand times below it. 480 

Tranfiate me now fome lines, if you can. 

From Virgil, Martial, Ovid, Lucan 
They could all power in Heaven divide. 

And do no wrong on either fide, 

Thaey teach you how to Iplit a hair. 

Give George and Jove an equal fliare. 

Yet why fhould we be Wd fo ibait? 

I ’ll give my monarch butter-weight. 

And reafon good, for many a year 
Jove never intermeddled here 
Nor, though his priefts be duly paid. 

Did ever we defire his aicL 
We now can better do without him. 

Since Woolfton gave us arms to rout him. 

Catera dejiderantur 

HORACE, BOOK IV ODE XIX IMITATED. 
TO HUMPHRY FRENCH, ESQJ^ 2733. 

P ATRON of the tuneful throng. 

On * too nice, and too fevere * 

Think not that my country fong 
Shall diipleafe thy honed ear. 

* liCrd-mayor of Dulslitt* Nt 

Chofen 


485 
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^0 HUMPHRY FRENCH, ESQ^ 

Chofen flrams I proudlf bring , 

Which the Mmes’ facred choir, 

When they gods and heroes iing, 

Di6late to th* harmonious lyre. 

Ancient princely bard 

Juil precedence fbll maintains. 

Wit 1 facred rapture fill! are heard 
Theban Pindar’s lofty ftrains 

S^ill the old timmphant fong. 

Which, when hated tyrants fell. 

Great Alcceus boldly fung, 

4Varns, mitrudls, and pleafes well, 

"^^Nor has Time’s all-darkemng {hade 
In obfcure oblivion prefs’d 

What Anacreon laugh’d and play’d. 

Gay Anacseon, drunken prieft* 

Gentle Sappho, love-fick Mufe, 

Warms the hcait with amorous hre; 

Snli her tendered notes inAife 
Meltmg rapture, foft defire 

Beauteous Helen, young and gay. 

By a painted fbphng won. 

Went not firft, fair nymph, aftrayi’" 

Fondly pleas’d to be 

INjpr young Teucer’s iaughtmng bow, 

Noi bold He^or’a dreadful fword. 

Alone the terrors of the foe, 

Sow’d thfe field With hofiile blood. 

Tol XLIW F Many 
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Many valiant chiefs of old 
Greatly liv’d and died, before 
Agamemnon, Grecian bold. 

Wag’d the ten years’ famous war 

But their names, unfung, unwept,’ 
Unrecorded, loft and gone. 

Long in endlefs night have flept. 

And fliall now no more be known 

'Virtue, which the poet’s care 
Has not well confign’dto fame. 
Lies, as in the fepnlchre 

Some old kmg without a name 

But, O Humphry, great and free. 
While my tuneful fongs are read. 
Old forgetful Tune on thee 

Dark obhvion ne’er ftiall fpread 

When the deep-cut notes fliall fade 
On the mouldering Panan ftone. 
On the brafs no more be read 
The periftung infcnption , 

Forgotten all the enemies. 

Envious G " ' curfed Ipite, 

And P Vs derogating lies. 

Loft and funk in Stygian night, 

Sdll thy labour and tliy care, 

What fo^ Dublin thou haft done. 

In fall Mrefhall appear. 

And otttflnne th’ uncloaded fun* 



TO HUMPHRY FRENCH, ESQ^ 

Large th/ mmd, and no"- untried. 

For Hibernia now doth /land , 

Through the calm, o^raging tide. 

Safe conduds th^imp to land 

Falfely we call tSe rich man great; 

He IS only fo that knows 
His plentiful or fmall eftate 
Wifely to enjoy and ule 

He, in wealth or poverty, 

Foi tune’s power alike defies; 

And falfehood and difhonefly 
More than death abhors and £ies 

Fhes from death ^ —No, meets it brave. 

When the fafi:enng fo fevere 
May from dreadful bondage fave 
Clients, friends, or country dear 

This the fovereign man, compleat. 

Hero, patriot, gloiious, free. 

Rich and wife, and good and great; 

Generous Humphry, thou arc He* 

A NEW SIMILE FOR THE LADIES* 

BY DR SHERIDAN* 1733, 

** To a writer mifs Ins end. 

You ’ve nothing elfe to do hut mend*’* ^ 

I OFTEN try^d in r&m to fiud 
hjlmik for woman-kind. 

Fa 


hjm^k 
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A Jtmih I jtjean to fit ’em. 

In every arcumflance to hit ’em 
Through eyery beaft and birj I went, 

I ranfack’d every element , 

And, after peeping through alF nature. 

To find fo whimfical a creature, 

A cloud preftnted to my view. 

And firait this parallel I drew 

Clouds turn with every wind about. 

They keep us in fuipence and doubt. 

Yet oft perverfe, Lke woman-kind. 

Are feen to feud agamfi: the wind 
Andiaie not women jufi: the fame ? 

*For, who can tell at what they aim? 

Clouds keep the ftouteft mortals under. 

When bellowing they difcharge their thunder 
So when th’ alaium-bell is rung 
Of Xanti’s eveilafbng tongue. 

The hufband dreads its loudnefs more 
Than lightning’s flafh, or thunder’s roar 
Clouds weep, as they do, without pain. 

And what are tears but women’s ram ? 

The clouds about the welkin roam. 

And ladies never flay at home 
The clouds build cafiles in the air, 

A thing peculiar to the fair. 

For all |fie fchemes of their forecaflmg 
Are not my<>-folid, nor more lafting 
A ckud is light by tunis, and dark^ 

Such u a lady with her fpark • 

Now 
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Now with a fudden pouting gloom 
She Teems to darken all the room , 

Again fhe ’s pleas’d, his fears beguil’d. 

And all is dear w^n fhe has fmil’d 
In this they ’re wondrouily ahke 
(I hope the fimtk will ilrike) , 

Though in the darkelt dumps- you view them. 

Stay but a moment, you ’ll fee through them.- 
The chuds are apt to make refledion. 

And frequently produce infedion , 

So Cselia, with {mall provocation, 

Blafls every neighbour’s reputation 
The dmds delight m gaudy ftiow 
(For they, like ladies, have their bow) 

The gravefl matron wiU confefs. 

That Ihe herfelf is fond of drefs 
Obferve the douds in pomp array’d. 

What various colours are difplay’d , 

The pink, the rofe, the tiolet’s dye. 

In that great drawing-room the iky f 
How do theie differ from our Graces, 

In gaiden-filks, brocades, and laces s’ 

Are they not fuch another fight. 

When met upon a birth-day night? 

The douds delight to change their faO^on; 

(Dear ladies, be not in a pailion *) 

Nor let this whim to you ieem fbange. 

Who every hour delight In change 
In them and you alike are feen 
The fallen Tymptoms of the fpleenj 

F3 Thfif 
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The moment that your vapours nfe. 

We fee them dropping from your eyes 
In evening fair you may behold 
The clouds are fring’d with borrow’d gold> 
And'this IS many a lady’s cafe. 

Who flaunts about m borrow’d lace 
Grave matrons are like clouds of fnow. 
Their words fall thick, and foft, and flow. 
While brifk coquettes, like rattling hail. 
Our ears on every fide affail 

Cloudsf when they intercept our fight> 
Depnve us of celefbal hght 
So when my Chloe I purfue. 

No heaven beiides I have in view 
Thus, on comparifon, you fee. 

In every inflance they agree. 

So hke, fo very much the fame. 

That one may go by t’ other’s name 
Let me proclaim it then aloud. 

That every woman is a cloud 


ANSWER BY DR, SWIFT 

P resumptuous Bard^ how could you dare 

A woman with a cloud compare ? 

Strange pnde and infolence you fhow 
Inferior mortals there below 
And IS our thunder in your ears 
So frequent or & loud as theirs I 

Alas* 



answer to SHERIDAN’S SIMILE. 7$ 

Alas^ our thunder foon goes out; 

And only makes you more devout# 

Then is not female clatter worfe. 

That dnves you not to pray, but curfe ^ 

We hardly thunder thnce a year. 

The bolt difchargM, the ky grows clears 
But every fublunary dowdy. 

The more fhe fcolds, the more Ihe ’s cloudy. 

Some critick> may objed:, perhaps, 

^That r/oa/A are blamed forgiving c/aps. 

But what, alas ^ are c/aps aethereal. 

Compar’d for mifchief to venereal? 

Can cUiidf give buboes, ulcers, blotches. 

Cl from your nofes dig out notches ? 

V^e leave the body fweet and found , 

We kill, ’tis true, but never wound 
You know a cloudy Iky befpeaks 
Fa.r weather when the mornmg breaks ; 

But women in a cloudy plight 
Foretell a ftorm to laft till nighty 
A cloud in proper feafons pours 
His bleffings down in frmtful ihowers , 

But woman was by fate defign’d 
To pour down curfes on mankind 
When Sirius o’er the weikm rages. 

Our kindly hdp hzs fire aSbages, 

But woman is a curR mfiamer. 

No panih dackmg-Roci can tame her: 

To kindle finfe, dame Nature taught her; 

Like fire-works, ihe can burn m water. 

F4 
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Fct iScklenefs how durft you blame us^ 
Who for our conftancy are famous ? 

You ’ll fee a ciou4 in gentle weather 
Keep the fame face an hour together , 
While women, if it could be reckon’d. 
Change every feature every fecond. 

Obferve our figure in a morning. 

Of foul or fair we give you warning,. 

But can you gueis from woman’s air * 

One minute, whether foul or fair ? 

Go read in ancient books enroll’d 
What honours we pofTefs’d of old. 

To difappoint Ixion’s rape, 

Jove drefl a cloud in Juno’^ihape, 

Which when he had enjoy’d, he fwore. 

No goddefs could have pleas’d him more. 
No difference could he find between 
His cloud and Jove’s impenal queen 
His cloud produc’d a race of Centaurs, 
Fam’d foi a thoufend bold adventures. 
From us defcended ab engine. 

By learned authors call’d mtbigence 

But fay, what earthly nymph do you knoWj^ 

So beautiful to pafs for Juno ^ 

Before ^neas durfl: aipire 
To court her majelly of Tyre, 

His mother begg’d of us to drefs him, 

That Dido might the more carefs him - 
A coat we gave ium, dy’d in grain, 

A fia^m wig and clouded caile 


(The 
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(The wig was powdered round with fleet. 
Which feli 1*1 clouds beneath his feet). 
With which he made a tearing fliow , 
And Dido quickly Jmoak^d the heau 
Among your females make enquiries. 
What nymph on earth fo fair as Ins ? 
With heavenly beauty fo endow’d^ 

And yet her father is a cloud 
We drefl her in a gold brocade. 

Befitting Juno’s favourite maid 
’Tis known, that Socrates the wife 
Ador’d us clouds as deities . 

To us he made his daily prayers. 

As Anfiophanes declares. 

From Jupiter took all dominion. 

And dy’d defending his opinion 
By his authority ’tis plain 
You worflnp other gods in vam. 

And from your own expenence know 
We govern all things there below 
You follow where we pleafe to guide, 
OVr all your paflions we prefide. 

Can raife them up, or fink them down,, 

As we think fit to fmile or frown 
And, juft as we difpofe your brain. 

Are witty, dull, rejoice, complain 
Compare us then to female race ^ 

We, to whom all the gods- give place ^ 
Who better challenge your allegiance, 
Becaufe we dvyeliin higher regions I 
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You find the gods m Homer dwell 
In feas and dreams, or low as hell 
Ev^n Jove, and Mercury' his pimp. 

No higher climb than mount Olymp 
(Who makes you think the /r/au^/s he pierces ^ 
He pierce the ^ he kifs their a — es) , 
While we, o’er TenerifFa pUcM, 

Are loftier by a mile at lead 
And, when ApoUo druts on Pmdus, 

We fee him from our kitchen-wmdows , 

Or, to Parnadus looking down. 

Can pifs upon his laurel crown 
Fate never form’d the gods to fiy ; 

In vehicles they mount the fky 
When Jove would fome fair nymph inveigle> 
He comes full gallop on his eagle 
Though Venus be as light as air. 

She mud have doves to draw her chair 
Apollo dirs not out of door 
Without his lacker’d coach and four 
And jealous Juno, ever fnarling. 

Is drawn by peacocks in hei berhn 
But we can dy where’er we pleafe. 

O’er cities, rivers, halls, and feas 
From ead to wed the world we roam. 

And in all climates are at home , 

With care provide you, as we go. 

With fun-dune, ram, and hail, or fnow,. 

You, when it rams, like fools, beheve 
Jove pifles on you through a deve» 
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An idle tale, ^tis no fuch matter, 

We only dip a Ipunge in water, 

Then fqueeze it dofe between our thumbs* 
And fliake it well, and down it comes 
As you lhali to your forrow know, 

We ’ll watch your Reps where’er you go* 
And, fince we find you walk a-foot. 

We ’ll foundly fouce your fnze-furtout* 
’Tis but by our peculiar grace. 

That Phoebus ever fiiows his face 
For, when we pleafe, we open wide 
Our curtains blue from fide to fide 
And then how faucily he fhows 
His brazen face and fiery nofe; 

And gives himfelf a haughty air. 

As if he made the weather fair * 

’Tis fung, wherever Cselia treads. 

The violets ope their purple heads. 

The rofes blow, the cowflip fprings 
’Tis fung, but we know better things* 

’Tis true, a woman on her mettle 
Will often pifs upon a nettle , 

But, though we own Ihe makes it wetter* 
The nettle never thnves the better. 

While we, by foft prohfic fhowers. 

Can every Q)nng produce you fiowers* 
Your poets, Chtods beauty heightening. 
Compare her radiant eyes to lightning; 

And yet I hope ’twill be aRow’d, 

That Iightmng comes but from a chui^ 
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But gods like us have too much fenfe 
At poets* flights to take offence 
Nor c?in hyperboles demean us. 

Each drab has been compar’d to Venus 
We own your verfes are melodious. 
But fuch companions are odious 


A VINDICATION OF THE LIBEL' 
o it, 

A New Ballao, written by a Shoe-boy, on m 
Attorney who was formerly a Shoe-boy* 

** Qui color ater crat, ttunc eft contra lus atro ”■ 

W irri fingmg of ballads, and crying of news. 
With whitemng of buckles, and blacking of 
fhoes. 

Did Hartley* Lt out, both fhoelefs and fhirt^fs. 

And moneylefs too, but rot veiy dirdefs, 

Two pence he had gotten by begging, that ’s all. 

One bought him a k nfp, and one a hi uk ball. 

For clouts at a lofs he could not be much, 

The deaths on his back as b mg but fuch, 

Thus vamp’d and accoutred, ViVCadouts^ hall, and hi ujh^ 
He gallantly ventur’d his fortune to pufh 
Vefpaiian thus, he^ng lejpaiter^d ^ith dirt. 

Was omened lo bs Rome* s empi.ro} *t 

* See the next poem* 

But 
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But as a wife fidler is noted, you know. 

To have a good couple of fangs to one bow. 

So Hartley judicioufly thought it too little. 

To live by the fweat of his hands and his Ipittle 
He finds out another piofefSon as fit. 

And faaight he becomes a retailer of wit 
Oneday hecned— Murders,andfongs,andgreatrews 
Another as loudly — Here blacken your fhoes 
At Domvile’s^ full often he fed upon bits, 

For winding of jacks up, and turmng of fpits, 

Lick’d all the plates round, had many a grubbing. 
And now and then got from the cook-maid a drubbing . 
Such ballings efFedl upon cotild have none , 

The dog Will be patient, that ’s fauck with a bone 
Sir Thomas, obferving this Hartley withal 
So expert and fo adive at hrujhes and ball. 

Was mov’d with companion, and thought it a pity 
A youth fliould be loft, that had been fo witty. 
Without more ado, he vamps up my fpark. 

And now we ’ll fuppofe him an eminent clerk j 
Suppofe him an adept in all the degrees 
Of fcnbblmg am dajho, and hooking of fees ; 

Suppofe him a mifer, attorney fer bill , 

Suppofe him a courtier— fuppofe what you will-— 

Yet would you beheve, though I fwore by the Bible, 
That he took up two mnjos^bt^s for crying the Itbdf 

* Sir T* Pomvile# patentee of the Hanaper-oEce. 
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A FRIENDLY APOLOGY 
FOR A CERTAIN JUSTICE OF PEACE, 

By Way of Defence of Ha rtleyHotchinson^ Ef<j 

But he by bawling news ibout. 

And aptly ufing brulK and clout, 

Ajuiltce of the peace became, 

To punilh rogues who do the fame Htro# 

By JAMES BLACK- WELL, Operatoi foi the Feet* 

I SING the man of courage try’d, 

O’er-run with ignorance and pnde. 

Who boldly hunted out difgrace 
With canjcer^d nund and hideous face , 

The firft who made (let none deny it) 

The libel-vendmg rogues be quiet 
The fad was glorious, we mufl: own. 

For Hartley was before unknown. 

Contemn’d I mean ,-^for who would chufe 
So vale a fubjed for the Mufe ? 

’Twas once the nobleft of his wiflies 
To fill his paunch with fcraps from difhes. 

For which he ’d parch before the grate. 

Or wind the jaci’s flow-nfing weight 
(Such toils as beft his talents fit). 

Or polifh Jhoe^j or turn the /pit 
But, unexpededly grown rich in 
^Squire Domvile’s family and kitchen. 

He pants to eternize his name. 

And takes the duty road to fame; 


Believes 



APOLOGY TOR A CERTAIN JUSTICE. 

Believes that perfecuting wit 
Will prove the fureft way to it; 
sSo* with a Colonel* at his back. 

The Libel feels his firil attack. 

He calls It a feditious papei. 

Writ by another Patriot Drapier, 

Then raves and blunders nonfenfe thicker 
Than aldermen overcharg’d with liquor , 

And all this with deiign, no doubt. 

To hear his praxfes hawk’d about. 

To fend his name through every ftreet. 

Which erjft he roam’d with dirty feet, 

WeE pleas’d to live to future times. 

Though but in keen fatiric rhymes- 
So Ajax, who, for aught we know. 

Was juftice many years ago. 

And minding then no earthly thmgs. 

But killing hbelers of kings , 

Or, if he wanted work to do. 

To run a bawhng news-boy through; 

Yet he, when wrapp’d up m a doud. 

Entreated Father Jove aloud. 

Only m light to Ihow his face. 

Though It might tend to his difgrace 
And fo th’ Ephe^an villain fir’d 
The temple which the world admir’d. 

Contemning death, deifpifing ihame. 

To gam an ever-odious name 

* Colonel Klcr, a mere Scotchman, LicutcnmUyColonel t# 
Lord Harrington’s regiment of dragoons, who made a aews-Ix^ 
evidence againfi; the printer* larsn 

DR. 
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dr SHERIDAN’S BALLAD 
ON B ALLYSPELLIN* 

A L L you Aat would refine your blood. 

As pure as fauiM Llewell)n, 

By waters clear, come every year. 

To drink at Ballyfpellin 

Though pox or itch your Ikins enuch 
With rubies pall the telling, 

^Twill clear your 1km before you Ve been 
A month at Ballyfpellm^ 

If lady’s cheek be green as leek 

When Ihe comes from her dwcUmg, , 

The kindling rofe within it glows 
When Ihe ’s at Ballyfpellin 

The footy brown, who comes from towr^ 

Grows here as fair as Helen , 

Then back fhe goes, to kill the beaux 
By dint of Ballyfpellm 

Oar ladies are as freflx and fair 
As Rofe, or bright Dunkelhng, 

And Mars might make a fair miilake. 

Were* he at Ballyfpellm 


« A famous fpa m the county of Kilkenny, where the 
had been to 4ri»k the water* with a favourite N 

We 
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"We men fubmit as they think £t, 

Ard here is no rebelling 
The reafoa *s pkin, the ladies reign. 

They 're qaeens at Ballyfpeihn 

By matchlefs charms, unconquer’d atms^ 
They have the way of quelUng 
Such defperate foes as dare oppofe 
Their power at Bailyfpelhn 

Cold w^ter turns to fire, and burns, 

I Tcnow^ becaufe I fell m 
A ftream which came from one bnght dam® 
Who drank at Bally§>ellim* 

^Fine beau^ advance, eqmpt for dance. 

To bring their Anne or Nell in 
With fo much grace, I ’m fure no plac® 

Can vie with Ballyfpellin* 

No politicks, no fubtle tricks. 

No man his country fefting 
We eat, we drinks we ne\er thmk 
Of thefe at Ballyfpellm 

The troubled mind, the pufF’-d with-wiacl. 

Do all come here pell-mell in? 

And they are fare to work tieir cure 
By drmkirg BallyfpelV 

Though dropfy fills you the gxlls. 

From chin to toe though fwellHig; 

Pour in, poor out, you cannot doubt 
A cure at Ballyfpellin 
yon XLIV, G 
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Death throws no darts through all thefe parts. 
No fextons here are knelling 
Come, judge and try, you 11 never die. 

But h^e at Ballyfpellm, 

Except you feel darts tipt with fteel. 

Which here are every belle in 
When Ifrom their eyes fwcet ruin fixes. 

We die at Ballylpelhn 

Good cheer, fweet air, much joy, no care. 
Your fight, your tafte, your fmellmg. 

Your -ears, your touch, traniported much 
Each day at Ballylpelhn 

Withm this ground we all fleep found, 
Nonoify dogs a-yelling. 

Except you wake, for Caslia’s fake> 
iUl night at Bally Ipellm 

There all you fee, both he and fee. 

No lady keeps her cell in , 

But all partake the mirth we make, 

Wfeo drink at Ballyfpelhn, 

My rhymes are gone , I think I *ve none, 
Unlefs I feould bung hell in. 

But, fince I ’m here to heaven fo near, 

I can’t at Ballyfpelhn * 


ANSWER. 
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ANSWER 

Bit DR SWIFT* 

D are you difpute, you faucy biute. 
And think there 's no refeliing 
Your fcurvy lays, andfenfeleis praift. 

You give to Baryfpellm? 

Howe’er you I^ounce, I here pioaoance. 
Your medicine is repelling, 

Yoni water ^s mud, and fours the blood. 
When drunk at Ball) Ipellin 

Thofe pocky drabs, to cuie their fcabs. 
You thither are compelling. 

Will back be fent, worfe than they went, 
From nally Ballyfpellin 

Llewell)u why'* As well may I 
Name honeft dpiStoi Pelhn, 

So hard fometimss you tug for rhymes. 

To b’-ing m Ballj^fpellm 

No fubjed fit to try your wit. 

When you went coloneliing> 

But dull intrigues ’twixt jades -and teagues 
That met at BaHyipeHm# 


*' Tins anfwBr was jefentc4 hy Dr Sheridan, as an affront on 
hutifeT and the Udy attended to the fpa« N, 

Gz 
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Our lafTes fair, fay what you dare* 

Who fowiug make with ihelhng. 

At Market-hill more beaux can kill. 

Than yours at BaUyfpellin 

Would I was wlnpt, when Sheelah ftiipt 
To wafti herfelf our well in ; 

A bum fo white ne’er came in light* 

At paltry BaUyfpellin, 

Tour mawkins there finocks hempen weai;* 

Of Holland not an eU m. 

No, not a rag, whatever you brag* 

Is found at Ballyfpellm* 

Put Tom wiU prate at any rate* 

All other nymphs cxpellmg, 

JBecaufe he gets a few gnlettes 
At loufy Ballylpellm 

There ’s bonny Jane, in yonder lane* 

Juft o’er againft The Bell-innj 
Where can you meet a lafs fo fweet* 

Round aU your Ballyfpelhn ? 

We have a girl delerves an earlj 
She came from Ennilkillin 
bo fair, fo young, no fuch among 
The belles at BaUylpellin 

How would you Uare to fee her there. 

The foggy mift difpelhng. 

That clouds the brows of every bbwfc 
Who hves at BaUyfpellin * 

Now 



ANSWER TO SHETRIDAN’S BAlLAm % 

Now as I live^ I would not give 
A ftiver for a Ikellin, 

To towfe and kifs th^ fiirefl: mife 
That leaks at Baltyfpelhn* 

Whoe’er will raife fuch lies as thefe 
Deierves a good cudgelling, 

Who falfely boafts of belles and toafl$> 

At dirty Ballyfpelhn* 

My rhymes are gone, to all but one. 

Which IS, our trees are felling. 

As proper quite as thofe you write,. 

To force in Bailyfpelhn 

HORACE, PART OP BOOKL SAT YL 
PARAPHRASED 

I F noify Tom^ fhould in the fenate prate 

That he would anfwer both for church and Hate 5- 
** And, furthep to demonftrate his aBe£tion, 

" Would take the kingdom mto his proteftson,” 

All mortals muft be curious to inquire. 

Who could this coxcomb<be, and who his fire?' 

What ’ thou, the fpawn of himf who lham’d oar Me, 
That traitor, aflaffin, informeFvile^ 

* Sir Thomas PreEderg^ft Ir jsh Ed* 
f Th« father of Sir Thomas P-^— , who engaged la a plot 
to murder king William III , but, to avoid being hanged, turned^ 
xnformei' agamft his affociatcs, for which he was rewarded with t>» 
gpod cftate,^and made a baronet Ibid* 

G3- 
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Though by the female iide"** you proudly bnng^ 

To mend your breed, the murderei of a king. 

What was thy grand Uref but a mountaineei. 

Who held a cabin for ten groats a )ear, 

Whofe mafer Mooret prefeiv^d him from thehaker. 
For Healing cows , nor could he read the Pfalter ’ 
DurH thou, ungrateful, from the fenate chace 
Thy foundei^s grandfon§, and ufurp his place 
Jufl heaven ^ to fee the dunghill bailard brood 
Survive in thee, and make the proverb goodj] ^ 

Then vote a woithy citizen^ to jail. 

In fpite of juHice, and refufe his bail 


* C-idogan s hmdy Iris i Ed; 

f A poor thieving cottager, under Mr, Moore, condemned at 
Cion neli afiiies to be hanged for ftealing cows Ibid 

J The grandfather of Guy Moore, cfq v?ho procured him a 
pirdon Ibid 

Guy Moore wis f.irTy elu<Sted member of paiinment for 
Ciiiimeli, but S^r Thomas, depending upon his mterefb wuh a 
c-™rf\jn party then picvailing, and fince known by the ti le at 
Parloi ‘'hauters, petitioned the houfe'againft him, out ot wb ch 
he was tu nad, upon piet^nvC ofurjoery, which the paying of his 
la fgl deb a \ as then voted to be Ibul 

j| ** Sa\e a thie^ fiom the gallows, and he will cut your 

throat ” Jb d 

Mr George Faulli.ij* See the verfes tis the following 
page N 
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Orta PRINTER’S being fent to Njewgatb ^ 

B etter we a11 were in our graves 
Than live in flavery to es, 

Worfe than the anarchy at fea. 

Where f fhes on each other prey. 

Where every trout can make as h*gh rants 
O’er his inferiors as our tyrants. 

And fwagger whde the coaft is clear 
But, fliould a lordly pike appear, 

Away you lee the \arlet feud. 

Or hide his coward fnout in mud 
Thus, if a gudgeon meet a roach. 

He dare not i ertare to appro'^ch. 

Yet Hill has imoudence to nife. 

And, like Domitian, leap at flies,* 

THE DAY OF JUDGEMEN T * 

W ITH a whirl of thought opprefs’d, 

I funk from reyene to refl^ 

An horrid \iflon feiz’d my head, 

I faw the graves give up their dead ’ 

Jove, arm’d mith terrors, burft tlie Ikies, ^ 

And thunder roars, and lightning flies ^ 

Amaz’d, confus’d, its f^e ujiknown, 

The world flands trembling, at ins throne^ 

That this poem is the genuine prodjci-ion of the Dem, 
Lord C hefi'el'iielcl bears ample ‘teihmony in his Letter to M, 
Yoitaire, Aug a7> 1752* N 

G + 


WMt 



is 


SWIFT’S POEMS. 


WMe each 'pale finner hung his head> 

Jove, noctifing, ihook the heavens, and faid* 
Offending race of human-kind, 

JBy nature, reafon, learnings blind 5 
You who, through frailty, ffepp’d afide. 

And you who never fdl, through pride ^ 

You who in different fe£is were fhamm’d, 

** And come to fee each other damn’d 
^ (So fome folk told you, but they knew 
No more of Jove’s deiigns than you) , 
f —The world’s mad buiinefs now is o’er. 

And I refert thefe pranks no more 
— I to fuch blockheads fet my wit ^ 

** I damn fiich fools Go, go^ you ’re hii ** 

VERSES SENT TO THE DEAN 
ON HIS BIRTH. DAY, 

WITH PINE’S HORACE, FINEI^Y BOUNI>» 
BY DR J. SICAN ♦ 

— [Horace fpeakm^] 

Y OU WE read, S!r, in ptiaic flrain,. 

How Varus and the Mantuan fwain 
Have on my birth-day been invited 
(But I was forc’d in verfe to write it) 


♦ This ingenious young gentleman was onfbrtunateJy mur^ 
iered m Italy* N« 

Upoa^ 
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U|?on a plain repaft to dixie^ 

And taile my old Campanian wane. 

But I, who all punftilios hate. 

Though long faiinliar with the greats 
Nor glory in my reputation. 

Am come without an mvitatton. 

And, though I *m us*d to right Falerman, 

I ’ll deign for once to tafte lerman. 

But fearing that you might difpute 
(Had I put on my common fuxt) 

My breeding and my pohteffe, 

I vjlit in a birth-day drefs , 

My coat of pureft Turkey red. 

With gold embroidery nchly fpread | 

To which I ’ve fare as good pretenfions 
As Inlh lords who ftarve on penfions. 

What though proud mnifters of Mte 
Bid at y6ur anti-chamber wait. 

What though your Oxfords and your St Johns' 
Have at your levee paid attendances^ 

And Peterborough and great Ormond, 

With many chie^ who now are dormant. 

Have laid afide the general’s ilstfF 
And public cares, with you to laugh. 

Yet I fome fnends as good can 
Nor lefs the darling Iona of Taw » 

For fure my Folho and Msecen^ 

Were as good :ftateftaen, Mr Dean, as 
Either your Bohugbroke or Harky, 

Though they ma<k Lewis beg a parley ; 
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And as for Mordaunt, your lov’d hero, 

I ’ll match him with my Drufus Nero 
You ’ll boaft, perhaps, your favourite Pope, 

But Virgil lb as good, I hope 
I own indeed I can’t get any 
To equal Helfliam and Deiany , 

&nce Athens brought forth Socrates, 

A Grecian ifle Hippocrates , 

Since Tully liv’d before my time. 

And Galen blefs’d another clime 
You ’ll plead perhaps, at my requefl. 

To be admitted as a gueft. 

Your heanng ’s bad — But w ly fuch fears > 

I fpeak to eyes, and not to ears*, 

And for that reafon wifely took 
The form you fee me in, a book 
Attack’d by flow-devouring moths. 

By rage of barbarous Hurs and Goths , 

By^Bentlej’s notes, my deac'liefl foes, 

By Creech’s ifrymes and Dunfler’s profe, 

I found my boaftedrwit and fire 
In their rude hands almofl: expiie 
Yet flill they but in vain aflail’d. 

For, had their violence prevail’d/ 

And in a blafi: deflroy d my fame. 

They would have partly mifs’d their aimj 
Since all my Ipint in thy page 
Defies the Vandals of this age 
’Tis yours to fave thefe fmall remains 
From futare pedants’ muddy brains, 

Axid 
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And fix my long-uncertam iate^ 
y ou beft know how — whrch way ^ — T ran5L4.te^ 

ON PSYCHE^ 

A t mo afternoon for our Pfyche inquire. 

Her tea-kettle’s on, and her fmock at the fire 
So loitering, fo adive, fo bufy, fo idle. 

Which hath fhe moll need of, a fpur or a bridle ^ 

Thus a greyhound out-runs the whole pack m a race,, 
y et would rather be hang’d than he M leave a warm place# 
She gives you fuch plenty, it puts you in pam. 

But ever with prudence takes care of the mam 
To pleafe you, fhe knows how to choofe a nice bit. 
For her talle is almoil as refin’d as her wit* 

To oblige a good fnend, fhe will trace every market 
It would do your lieart good, to fee how Ihe will cark xU 
Yet beware of her arts, for, it plainly appears. 

She faves half her \iduals by fvcding youi ears 

THE DEAN AND DUKE 1754 

J AMES BRYDGES and the Dean had long been 
friends , 

James is beduk’d, of courfe their fcendflup ends 
But fare the Dean deferves a fh^p rebi^ke. 

From knowing James, to he knows the Duke. 
Yet, fince juft Heaven the Dufee^a an^ition mocks> 
Since all he got by fraud is loft by Socks, 

* Mrs Sican, a very ingenious well bred lady, mother to the 
author of the preceding poem* N* 
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His wings^are clipp’d he tries no more in vam 
With bands of fiddlers to extend his tram 
Since he no more can build, and plant, and revel,. 

The Duke and Dean feem near upon a level 
Oh ^ wert thou not a Duke, my good Duke Humphry^, 
From bailiff’s claws thou fcarce couldft keep thy bum 
free 

A Duke to know a Dean ^ go, fmooth thy crown 
Thy brother (far thy betters) wore a gown 
Well, but a Duke thou art, fo pleas’d the King . 

Oh ^ would his Majefty but add a firing I 

0 N 

DR, RUNDLE, BISHOP OF DERRX.^ 

M ake Rundle bilhop * fie for fhame ^ 

An Anan to ufurp the name » 

A biftiop in the ifle of Saints ^ 

How will his brethren make complaints ! 

Dare any of the mitred hofi 
Confer on him the Ho|^ Ghofi , 

In mother-church tps^teed a variance. 

By coupling Ortht4ox with Arians { 

Yet, were he Heathen, Turk, or Jew, 

What IS there m it firange or new ? 

For, let us hear the weak pretence 
Hls biethren find to take oficnce, 

Of whom tbjre are but four at mofi. 

Who know there is an Holy Ghofi 

* Promoted to tl&tfeeia Pekwyj 1734 5 * 

The 
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The reft, who boaft they have conferred % 

Like Paul’s Epheftaus, never heard it; 

And, when they gave it, well 'fits known. 

They gave what never was their own 
Bundle a biftiop ^ well he may, 

Lie ’s ftill a Chnftian more than they 
We know the fubje£^ of their quarrels; 

The man has learning, fenfe, and morals. 

There is a reafon ftill more weighty, 

’Tis granted he behev-es a Deity 
Has every arctimftance to pleafe us. 

Though fools may doubt his &th in Jeftis. 

But why fhould he with that be toaded. 

Now twenty years from court explodedi^ 

And IS not this objedhon odd 

From rogues who ne’er behev’d a GodI 

JFor hberty a champion ftout. 

Though not fo gofpel-ward devout; 

Wnile others, hither fent to lave us. 

Came but to plunder and enflave os; 

Nor ever own’d a power divme. 

But Mammon and the German hne 
Say, how did Bundle undermine ’em*? 

Who ftiew’d a better jus dwnm f 
Prom anaent canons would not vary. 

But thnce refus’d fft/copan 
Our biftiop’s predeceftbr. Magus, 

Would offer ai the fends of Tagus, 

Or feft his children, houfe, and lands. 

For Aat one gift, to iay-on hands: 

Bat 
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Bat all Jjiis gold could not avad 
To have the Spirit fct to fale 
Said furly Peter, Magus, pr'ythee. 

Be gone thy money perilh with thee ** 

Were Peter now alive, perhaps 
He might have found a fcore of chaps. 

Could he but make his gift appear 
In rents three thoufand pounds a year 
Some fancy this promotion odd. 

As not the handy-work of God, 

Though e^en the bifliops difappointed 
Mull own It made by God’s anointed. 

And, well we know, the legal 
Is more fecure a$ well as legal, 

Becaufe our lawyers all agree. 

That bifhc^ncks are held in fee 
Dear Baldwin chafte, and witty CroSe, 

How forely I lament your lofs * 

That fuch a pair of wealthy nmmes 
Should flip your time of dropping guineas, 

Por, had you made the king your debtor. 

Your title had been fo much better, 

EPIGRAM 

F riend Rundle fell, with gi levous bump. 

Upon his reverential rump 
Poor rump * thou hadfl been better fped, 

Hadft thou been join’d to Boulter’s head 
A head, fo weighty and profound, 

Would needs have kept thee from the ground 

ACHA- 
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lA CHARACTER, PANEGYRICK, and DESCRIP- 
TION of the LEGION-CLUB 1736 

A S I f roll the city, oft’ I 

See a building large and lofty. 

Not a bow-lhot from the college. 

Half the globe from fenfe and knowledge 

By the prudent archited, 5 

Plac’d againfi the church djrefl. 

Making good my grand-dame’s jeft. 

Near the church”*— >ou know the reil 
Tell us, what the pile contains? 

Many a head that holds no brams ito 

Thefe demomacks let me dub 
With the name of Legion-qlub 
Such airemblies,jyou might fwear. 

Meet when butchers bait a bear. 

Such a noife, and fuch haranguing, 15 

When a brother thief is hangir^ 

Such a rout and fuch a rabble 
Run to hear Jack-pudden gabble. 

Such a crowd their ordure throws 
On a far lefs villam’s nofe tflt 

Could I from the buiiding^s top 
Hear the Tattling thimder 
While the devil upon the t 

(If the devil be thunder-proof) 

-Should with poker fiery red «S 

Crack the ftones^ and mdt the lead, 

Dnie 
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Drive them down on every fcalU 
While the den of thieves is full , 

Quite deftroy the harpies’ neft, 

How might then our xfle be blefl:^ 

For Divmes allow, that God 
Sometimes makes the devil his rod. 

And the Gofpel will inform us. 

He can punifti fins enormous 

Yet ihould Swift endow the fchools, 35 

vFor his lunaticks and fools, 

Widi a rood or two of land ; 

I allow the pile may Hand 

You perhaps will aflc me. Why 

But It js with tins provifo 4® 

Since the houfe is hke to laH:, 

Let the royal grant be pafs’d. 

That the club have nght to dwell 
Each within his proper cdh 
With a paffage left to creep in, 4J 

And a hole above for peeping 
Let them, when they once getun. 

Sell the nation lor a pm, 

While they fit a-pickmg Hraws, 

Let them rave at making laws, S® 

While they never hold their tongue, 

Let them dabble m their dang 
Let them form a grand committee. 

How to plague and teve the crty , 

Let them teq, and dorm, 5 5 

When they fee a clei?gy-gowti, 


Let 



57 


THJS LBQION-CLUB. 

let them, ere they crack a loufe. 

Call for th’ orders of the houfe , 

Lef them, with their gofling qmlls. 
Scribble fenfelefs heads of bills* 

We may, while they ftram their throats. 
Wipe our a — s with their votes 
Let Sir Tom*, that rampant afs, 
StuiFhis guts with flax and grafs. 

But, before the pneft he fleeces. 

Tear the Bible all to pieces 
At the parfons, Tom, halloo, boy. 

Worthy olFspnng of a flioe-boy, 

Pootman, traitor, vile feducer. 

Perjur’d rebel, biib’d accufer. 

Lay thy paltry privilege aflde, 

Sprung from papifls, and a regicidei 
Fall a-working like a mole, 

Raife the dirt about your hole* 

Come, affift me, Mufe obedient* 

Let us try fome new expedient , 

Shift the fcene for half an hour. 

Time and place are m thy power- 
Thither, gentle Mufe, condufl me, 

I fliall afk, and you mflrud*me 
See, the Mufe unbars the gate ^ 

Hark, the monkeys, how they prate ^ 

AH ye gods who rule tine foul} 

Styx, through hell whofe waters roll * 


6o 
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So 


Let 


* A privy-coq-nfelhr, mentioned in p 85. H* 
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Let me be allow’d to tell 
What I heard in yonder hell 
Near the door an entrance gapes. 

Crowded round with antic fliapes.. 

Poverty, and Gnef, and Care, 

Caufelefs Joy, and true Defpair, 

Dafcord periwigged with fnakes. 

See the dreadful Andes ftie takes * 

By this odious crew befet, 

I began to rage and fret. 

And refolv’d to break their pates. 

Ere we enter’d at the gates. 

Had not Clio in the nick 
Whifper^d me, Lay down your fixcfc**’ 

What, faxd I, is this the mad^hmfi? 

Thefe, ihe anfwer’d, are but ihadows, 

Phantoms bodilefs and ram. 

Empty vifions of the brain 
In the porch Bnareus ftands. 

Shows a bnbe m all his hands, 

Bnareus the fccretary, 1-05 

But we mortals call him Carey 
When the rogues theuj country fleece^ 

They may hope for pence a-picce* 

Clio, who had been fo wife 
To put-on a fool’s difgiufe, it# 

To befpeafc feme approbation. 

And be thought a nm relation. 

When ihe faw three hundred brutes 
Allinvdsr^din vs 4 d drfpute^ 




9 ® 







Hoaimg till their longs were fpcnt. 
Privilege of Parliament, 

NoW a new nusfwtoo® feds, 

Dreadn^ to fee la»i by t^’ heels. 

NeverdorftaMufebefOTe 

Enter that infernal door ; 

Cho, Med with the fmell. 

Into fpleen and vapours fell, 

By dje Stygian fteains that flew 
Fro* the dire uifeaious crew 
"Not the flench of Lake Avemas 
Could have more offended her nofe; 
Ha^ Ihe flown but o’er the top. 

She had felt her pifflOBS drop. 

And by exhalations dire. 

Though a goddefs, muft expire. 

In a fright fhe carept away , 

Bravely I refolv’d to flay 

When I faw the keeper fhwsm, 
Tippmg him with half a <aowa, 

Now, faid I, we are alone. 

Name your heroes one by one. 

Who IS that hell-featur’d brawlerJ 
Is It Satan ^ No, ’os Wahw. 

In what figure can a bard dse^ 
jack the grandfem o£ &r I^tdi*f« 
Honeft keeper, drive km* further. 

In his looks are hell and mtirtheri! 
See the fcowlmg infege drop, 
luft as when he murder’d T— p. 

^ H* 
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Keeper, Ihow me where to fix 14.5 

On the puppy pair of Dicks , 

By their lantern jaws and leathern. 

You might fwear they both are brethren 
Dick Fitz-Baker, Dick the player, 

Old acquaintance, are you there 150 

Dear companions, hug and kifs, 

Toaft Old Glorious in your pifs 
Tie them, keeper, m a tether, 

I^et them fiarve and fbnk together^ 

Both are apt to be unruly, *55 

Lafii them daily, lafli them duly, 

Though ’tis hopelefs to reclaim them. 

Scorpion rods perhaps may tame them» 

Keeper, yon old dotard finoak. 

Sweetly fnormg in his cloak 
Who is he > ’Tis humdrum Wynne, 

Half encompafs'd by his km 
There obferve the tnbe of Bingham, 

For he never fads to bnng ^em , 

Whde he lleeps the whole debate, 165 

They fubmifliv€ round him wait. 

Yet would gladly fee the hunks 
In hts grave, and fearch his trunks. 

See, they gently twitch his coat, 

Jufi to yawn and give his vote, tyo 

Always firm in his vocation. 

For the court, agamfi: the nation 
Thofe are A— s Jack and Bob, 

Firif in every wicked job, 

Son 
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Son and brother to a queer 17 j 

Brain-iicfc brute, they call a peer 
We mufl give them better quarter. 

For their anceiftor trod mortar. 

And H — th, to boafl: hxb fame> 

On a chimney cut his name lg^ 

There fit Clements, — ks, and Harrifon 
How they fwagger from their garnfonl 
Such a triplet could you tell 
Where to find on this fide hefi ? 

Harrifon, and D — ^ks, and Clements, 18 j 

Keeper, fee they have their payments 5- 
Every mifchief in their hearts. 

If they fail, ’tis want of parts^ 

Blefs us, Morgan ^ art thou there, man * 

Blefs mine eyes ' art thou the chairman ’ igo 
Chairman to your dton’d committee ^ 

Yet I look on thee with pity 
Dreadful fight ’ what ^ learned Morgan 
Metamorphos’d to a Gorgon i: 

For thy horrid looks, X own^ 

Half convert me to a fionci 
Hafi thou been (b long at fchool. 

Now to turn a fadious tool ? 

Alma Mater was thy mother. 

Every young divine thy brother.. ^00 

Thou, a difobedient varfet. 

Treat thy mother like a harlot I 
Thou ungrateful to thy teachers. 

Who are ail grown reverend preachers* 

H3 


Morgan^, 



t9% 


SWrFT^S FOIMS. 


Morgai^ would it not furpnfe one * ^05 

Turn thy nounfljment to poifon * 

When you walk among your booksji 
They reproach you with then: look$ 

Bind them fail, or from their Ihelves 

They will come and right themfelves, 2IQ 

Homer, Plutarch* Virgd* Flaccus* 

All in arms prepare to back us 

Soon repent, or put to flaughter 

Every Greek and Roman author 

Will you, m your fa^ion^s phrafc* 215 

Send the clergy all to grasje*. 

And, to make your proje^ pafs* 

Leave them not a blade of grafs? 

How I want thee, humorous Hogarth*,* 

Thou, I hear, a pleafant rogue art. 

Were but you and I acquainted. 

Every monfter Ihould be painted ' 

You ihould try your graving-tools 
On this odious groupe of fools. 

Draw the beafls as I defcnbe them 225 

From their features, while I gibe them; 

Draw them like, for I aiTure you. 

You will need no car^cutMtu^ 

Draw them fo, that we may trace 

All the foul in every face 23O 

Keeper, I muft not retire,. 

You have done what 1 defire : 

But I feel my Ipints fpait 
With the Mufe* the 

^ Pray 
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« Pray be patient, yon fiiall find 
« Half lie beft are ftiH behind 
« You have haidly feen a fcore,^^ 

« I can {how two hundred more 
Keeper, I have feen enough. 

Taking then a pinch of fnnff, 
i concluded, looking round them, 

« May their god, the devil, confound them 


lOT 
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an apology, 

lady, wife as well as feir. 


6cCe 


care^ 


A LADY,vnre as well as feir, 

j|f\. Whofe conlcience always was her 

Thoughtful upon a pomt 
Would have the text as well as comm 

So hearing of a grave Divine, 

Shefenttobidhimc^aBddme 

But. you muft know, he was not quite 

Sograveastobeunpohte, . - 

ThOTght human learning would-notlefeu- 

The dignity of his profeffioB 

Or preach, you ’d like him fcaxce tne w 
He tong hadbui the court ferewdl. 
Retreating fimit «> ^ 

Sufpeaed for the lave he 
To one who fway’d feme tiiM before 
Whicn made it more forprifing mw 
Hfi, fliould be font fot *k«her now,- 
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The meiTage told, he gapes, and ftarey. 

And fcarce believes his eyes or ears 
Could not conceive what it fhonld mean. 

And fain would hear it told again 
But then tne Yquire fo trim and nice, 

^Twere rode to make him tell it twice 
So bow^d, was thankful for the honour, 

And would not fail to wait upon her 
His beaver brulh’d, his fhoes, and gown. 

Away he trudges into town , 

Paflcs the lower caSle-yard, 

And now advancing to the guard. 

He trembles at the thoughts of flate ; 

For, confcious of his fheepilh gait. 

His fpints of a fudden fetPd ham , 

He Hopt, and could not tell what aPd him 
What was the meflage I receiv'd? 

Why certainly the Captain rav'd * 

To dine with her ^ and come at three * 

ImpolTible ^ it can't be me 
Or may be I miAoofc the word , 

My Lady — it muft be my Lord, 

My Lord 's abroad, my Lady too 
What muft th' unhappy Dodkir do? 

Is Captain Cr^herode here, pray No ** 
Nay, then 'tis time for me to go ” 

Am I awake, or do I dream ? 

I 'm fare he call’d me by my name; 

Nam'd me as plain as he could fpeak ; 

And yet there muft be Ibme miftake. 

Why, 
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Why, v^at a jell fliould I have been,. 

Had now my Lady been witkn * 

What could I Ve faad? I mighty glad 
She went abroad — Ihe *d thought me mad. 

The hour of dining now is paft 
Well then, I ’ll e’en go home and fed. 

And, dnce I Tcap’d being made a fcofF, 

I think I ’m very fairly ofF 
My Lady now returning home. 

Calls, “ Cracherode, is the Dodor 
He had not heard of km — Pray fee, 

’Tis now a quarter after three ” 

The Captain walks about, and fearches 
Through all the rooms, and courts, and" arches, 
Exammes all the fervants round. 

In vain — no Dodor ’s to be found 
My Lady could not choofe but wcmder* 

Captain, I fear you Ve made feme blunder: 

But pray, to-morrow go at ten, 

I ’ll try his manners once again. 

If rudenefs be the efe^ of knowledge. 

My fon fhall never fee a college ** 

The Captain was a man of reading. 

And much good fenfe, as well as breeding. 

Who, loath to blame, or to mcenfe. 

Said little in ksown defesice 
Next day another m^ge brought 
The Dodor, frighten’d at his fault. 

Is drefs’d, and Healing through the crowd. 

Now pale as death, then bluih’d and bow’d. 

Panting 
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Pantitig— ‘and fanltersng— ^hninin’d and Iia^d^ 

** Her Ladyfhip was gone abroad, 

** The Captam too— he did not know 
Whether he ought to flay or go/^ 

Begged fhe ’d forgive him In conduflon* 

My Lady, pitying his confufion> 

Call’d her good-nature to relieve him. 

Told him, flie thought £he might believe himt. 

And would not only grant his fuit. 

But vifit him, and eat feme fruit. 

Provided, at a proper time. 

He told the real truth in rhjme 
^Twas to no purpofe to oppofe. 

She ’d hear of no excufe in profe; 

The Dodor flood not to debate. 

Glad to compound at any rate , 

So, bowing, feemmgjy comply’d $ 

Though, if he durft, he had deny’d. 

But firft, refolv’d to ftiow his tafle. 

Was too refin’d to give a feafl 

He ’d treat with nothing that was rare„ 

But winding walks and purer air , 

Would entertain without expence. 

Or pnde, or vam mgnp^icence 
For well he knew, to fueh. a guefl 
The plaineft meals muft be the befl. 

To ftomachs dogg’d with coflly fare 
Simpliaty alone is rare , 

and mee, and curjous meats, 

Are mflfy Im 

Bifod 
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Inftead of fpoils of Perfian looms, 

Tke coftly boafo of regal rooms. 

Thought It more courtly and difcreet 
To fcatter rofes at her feet, 

Eofes of richeH dye, that flione 
With native luftre, like her own 
Beauty that needs no aid of art 
Through every fenfe to reach the heart. 

The graaous dame, though well Ihe knew 
All this was much beneath her due, 

Lik*d every thmg-^t lead thought fit 
, To praife it par mantert d^ac^utt*. 

Yet Ihe, though feemmg pleas’d, can’t beay 
The fcorching fun, or chilling air, 

Difiurb’d ahke at both extremes. 

Whether he ihows or hides the beams. 

Though feemmg pleas’d at all file fecs^ 

Starts at the rufihng of the trees. 

And fcarce can fpeak d)r want ofbrearii,. 

In half a walk fategu’d to death. 

The DoiElor takes has hmt fiom hence, 

T’ apologize his late offence. 

^ Madam, the mighty power of nfe 
Now firangely pleads in my excufei 
^ If you mus’d iwe fcarcely fiireE^* 

To gam this walk^ length 

« If, fnghten’d at a i^mfo rude, 

" Through long di&fe of folitade; 

If, long confin’d to fires and fcreens. 

You dread the waving of thefc greens? 
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** If you, who long have breath’d the fumes 
** Of city-fogs and crowded rooms. 

Do now fblicitoufly Ihun 
The cooler air and dazzlmg fun, 

** If his majeftic eye you flee, 

" Learn hence t’ excufe and pity me 
Confider what it is to bear 
The powder’d courtier’s witty fneer. 

To fee th’ important man of drefs 
Scofling my college-aukwardnefs ,] 

To be the Cutting cornet’s fport. 

To run the gauntlet of the court. 

Winning my way by Ilow approaches. 
Through crowds of coxcombs and of coaches. 
From the firft fierce cockaded centry. 

Quite through the tnbe of waitmg-gentry. 

To pafs fo many crowded ftages. 

And Hand the flaring of your pages , 

^ And, after all, to crown my fpleen, 

^ Be told— You are not to be feen 
" Or, if you are, be forced to bear 
The awe of your majeflic air 
And can 1 then be faulty found. 

In dreading this vexatious round ^ 

** Can It be ftrange, if I efchew 
A fcene fo glorious and fo new ? 

Or IS he criminal that flies 
The living luflre of your eyesT’ 


THE 
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THE BEAN’S MANNER OF LIVING. 

O N rainy days alone I dine 

Upon a chick and pint of wine. 

On rainy days I dine alone. 

And pick my chicken to the bone 
But this my fervants much enrages. 

No fcraps remain to fave board-wages 
In weather fine 1 nothing fpend. 

But often fpungc upon a fnend 
Yet, where he 's not fo rich as I, 

I pay my club, and fb good b^ ye 

VERSES MADE FOR FRUIT.WOMEN> 

A P T X E S. 

C OME buy my fine war^s. 

Plumbs, apples, and pears, 

A hundred a penny. 

In confcience too many 
Come, will you have any ^ 

My children are feven, 

I wilh them in Heaven | 

My hufband a fot. 

With his pipe and Hs pot. 

Not a farthing wiD gam them. 

And I mufi 'maintain them 
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ASPARAGUS. 

RIPE ’fparagrafej 
Fit for lad or lafs. 

To make their water paiS • 

Oh, ^tis pretty picking 
With a tender chicken I 

ONIONS. 

1COME, follow me by the fmell, 

5Iere are delicate onions to fell , 

I promife to ufe you well. 

They make the blood warmer. 

You *11 feed hke a farmer 
For this !« every cook’s opinion. 

No favoury dilh without an onion. 

But, left your killing ftiould be fpoiPd, 

Your onions muft be throughly boil’d. 

Or elfe you may fpare 
Your miftrefs a ftiare. 

The fecret will never be known. 

She cannot difcover 
TheWath of her lover. 

But think It as fweet as her own. 

OYSTERS. 

CHARMING oyfters I cry. 

My mafters, come buy. 

So plump and fo fireih. 

So fweet IS their £eib,- 

No 
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No Colcliefter oyller 
Is fweeter and moifte’ ^ 

Your ftomach they fetde. 

And rottfe np your mettle 5 
They ^11 make you a dad 
Of a lafs or a lad. 

And madam your wife 
They ’ll pleafc to the hfe; 

Be Ihe barren, be Ihe old. 

Be fhe flut, or be fhe fcold. 

Eat my oyfters, and he near her. 

She ^11 be fruitful, never fear her 

HERRINGS. 

BE not fpanng. 

Leave oiF fwearmg. 

Buy my herrmg 
Freih from Malahide*, 

Better never was try’d 

Come, eat them with pure freSi batter and muftard^ 
Their belhes are foft, and as white as a cuferd. 
Come, fix-pence a dozen to get me fome bread. 

Or, like my own hernngs, I foon fhall be dead. 

ORANGES. 

COME buy iny fine oranges, feucefor your veal. 
And charming when fijueez’d in a pot of brown ale; 
Wen roafted, with fugar and wme m n cup. 

They ’U make a fweet bifeop when gentle-fito 6 p# 

e Near Dtthhn* 
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ON ROVER, A LADY^S SPANIEL. 
INSTRUCTIONS^TO A PAINTER** 

H appiest of the Ipamel-race, 

Painter, with thy colours grace" 

Draw his forehead large and high. 

Draw his blue and humid eye , 

Draw his neck fo fmooth and round. 

Little neck with ribbons bound. 

And the mu/clj fwelhng breaffc 
Where the Loves and Graces reft ; 

And the Ipreading even back. 

Soft, and fleek, and glofly black , 

And the tail that gently twines. 

Like the tendrils of the vines , 

And the lilky twifted hair. 

Shadowing thick the ear , 

Fehet ears, which, hanging low, 

0*er the <vei?iy temples flow 
With a proper hght and ftxade. 

Let the winding hoop be laid , 

And witiun that arching bower 
(Secret circle, myftic power) 

In a downy Humber place 
Happieft of the Spaniel race. 

While the foft perfpirmg Dame, 

Glowing with the fofteft flame, 

* Iij ndiculc of Phiiips’s poem oa Mifs Carteret, and written, 
Ithes heea laid, ** to a^oatthe lady of^rchbilKop Boulcer * N 

On 
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Ott the ravifh’d ^vounte pours 
Balmy dews, ambrofial fhowers 1 

With thy utmofl ikiU exprefs 
Nature in her richeft drefs , 

Limpid rimers fmoothly flowing. 

Orchards “by thofe rivers blowing, 

Ctirling msood-hine^ myrtle {hade. 

And the gay enamePd mead , 

Where the linnets fit and fing. 

Little fportlmgs of the Spring , 

Where the breathing field and grove 
Sooth the heart, and kindle love. 

Here for me, and for the Mufe, 

Colours of refemblance chufe , 

Make of lineaments divme, 

Dapiy female fpamels fliine. 

Pretty fondlings of the fair, 

Gentb damjels^ gentle care^ 

But to one alone impart 

All the flattery of thy art 

Crowd each feature, crowd each grace. 

Which complete the defperate face. 

Let the fpotted wanton Dame 
Feel a new refiftiefs flame , 

Let the happiefl of his r&ce 
Win the fair to Ins mhrme 
But in ihade the refl: conceal. 

Nor to fight their joys reveal. 

Left the pencil and the Mufe 
Loofe dcfires and thoughts infufe. 

VoL. XLIV I AY 
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AY AND NO, 

A TALE FROM DUBLIN 1737. 

A t Dublin’s high feaft fate Primate and Dean, 
Both drefs’d like divines, with band and face clean 
Quoth Hugh of Armagh^, The mob is grown bold ’ 
Aji quoth the Dean, the caufe is old gold ” 
No, no,” quoth the Pnmate, if caufes we fift. 
This mifchief arifes from witty Dean Swift ” 

The fmart-one rephed, There ’s no wit in the cafe , 
And nothing of that ever troubled your Grace 
Though with your Hate-fieve your own notions you 
fplit, 

A Boulter by name is no hotter of wit* 

It IS matter of weight, and a mere money-jobbj 
But the lower the coin, the higher the mob* 

Go tell your friend Bob and the other great folk. 
That linking the com is a dangerous joke 
The Infh dear-joys have enough common Icnfe, 

To treat gold reduced like Wood’s copper pence* 

It is pity a Prelate fliould die without law, 

** But if I fay die word— take care of Ariuagh’” 

Dr SWIFT’s Answer to ^ Friend’s Question. 

T he furniture that befl: doth pleafe 

St Patnck’s Dean, good Sir, are thefe: 

The knife and fork with which I cat; 

And, next, the pot that bods the meat. 


* Dr H^gh Boulter* 
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The next to be preferred, I think. 

Is the glafs in which I dnnk. 

The iheives on which my books I keep^ 

And the bed on which I fleep , 

An antique elbow-chair between. 

Big enough to hold the Dean, 

And the Here that gives delight 
In the cold bleak wintery mght. 

To thefe we add a thing below. 

More for ufe referv’d than fliow- 
Thefe are what the Dean do pleafe; 

All fuperfluous are but thde* 

APOLLO’S EDICTS 

I RELAND IS now our royal care. 

We lately fix’d our Viceroy there; 

How near was fhe to be undone. 

Till pious love infpir’d her Son * 

What cannot our Vicegerent do. 

As Poet and as Patnot too? 

Let his fuccefs our fubjedls fway. 

Our infpirations to obey. 

And follow where He leads the way 
Then Rudy ta your tafle, 

^ Nor bmten paths be longer trac’d* 

* fi 

* This poem was ongmaify written la i/ao, the latter part 
of It was re-publilhcd iit 1/43', on tlie death of the Coaijtsfs of 
Donegal N 
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No fiinile fliaJl be begun. 

With rtjing or with fettmg fun. 

And let the Jecret head of Bile 
Be ever banifh’d from your ifle 
When wretched lovers hve on air, 

I beg you ’ll the Camelion fpare. 

And, when you ’d make a hero grander. 
Forget he ’s like a Salamander 
No fon of mine fhall dare to fay, 
Aurora ujher^d m the Dajy 
Or ever name the mtlky-^ay 
You all agree, I make no doubt, 
Elijah’s mantle is worn out. 

The bird of Jo^e fliall toil no more 
To teach the humble Wren to foar 
Your Tragic Heroes Ihall not rant. 

Nor Shepherds ufe poettc cant 
Simphaty alone can grace 
The manners of the rural race. 
Theocritus and Phihps be 
Your guides to true limplicity 

When Damon’s foul Jhall take its fltght^ 
Though Poets have the fecond-iight, 
They ihall not fee a trail of light 
Nor fhall the vapours upward rfe^ 

Nor a net^ far adorn the Ikies 
For who can hope to place onelthere. 

As glonous as Belmda^s hatr^ 

Yet, if his name yon ’d etenuze, 

Amd muft hscdt hm to the fkies. 


Without 
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Without a ftaVi this may be done 
So Tickell mourn’d his Addifon 
If Anna’s happy reign you praife. 
Pray, not a word of halcyon days ^ 

Nor let my votaries Ihow tlieir Ikill 
In apmg lines from Cooper’s-Hill, 

For know, I cannot bear to heai 
The mimickry of deep, yet clear 
Whene’er my Viceroy is addrefs’d, 
Againfl the Phcenix I proteil 
When Poets foar in youthful Ibrains, 

No Phaeton to hold the rems 
When you defcribe a lovely girl. 

No lips of coraU teeth of pearl 
Cupid fhall ne’er miftake another. 
However beauteous, for his mother 
Nor ihall his darts at random fly 
From magazme in Caelia’s eye 
With women-compounds I am cloy’d. 
Which only pleas’d m Biddy Floyd. 

For foreign aid, what need they roam. 
Whom Fate has amply bleft at home ? 

Unerring Heaven, with bounteous hand. 
Has form’d a model for your land. 

Whom Jove endow’d with every grace. 
The glory of the Granard race 5 
Now deftm’d by the poweis divine 
The blefling of another Ime 
Then, would you paint a matchlefs dame. 
Whom you ’d confign to endlefs fame ^ 

I 3 
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SWIFT’S POEMS. 


11 % 

Invoke not Cytherea^s aid. 

Nor borrow from the blue-ey’d maid ; 

Nor need you on the Graces call,*^ 

Take qualities from Donegal 

E P I G R A 

B ehold * a proof of Inlh fenfe ’ 

Here Inlh wit is feen * 

When nodiing ’s left, that ’s worth defence. 

We build a magazine 

EPIGRAMS, 

Occaiioned by Dr^ Swift^s intended Holpital for 
Ideots and Lxjuaticks 

r 

T he Dean mull die — our Ideots to maintain 
Penlh, ye Ideots * and long live the Dean ^ 

^ The Dean, in his lunacy, had fome intervals of fenfe, at 
which time his guaidians, or phy0cians, took him out for the 
air On one of tbefe days, when they came to the Park, Swift 
remarked a new building, which he had never feen, and aiked 
■what It was defigned for To -which Dr Kingfbury anfwered. 
That, Mr Dean, is the magazine for arms and powder, foi 
the fecurity of the city* * “ Oh ^ oh fays the Dean, pulling 
out his p<^cket-book, let me take an tim of that This is 
** worth remarking my tablets, as Hamlet fays, my tablets— 
** memory, put down that’'*— Which produced the above lines, 
&id to be the kit he ever wrote# N 


II O GENIUS 
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II 

O GENIUS of Hibernia’s ilate. 

Sublimely good, feverely great ^ 

How doth this latefi: ad excel 
All you have done or wrote fo well* 

Satire may be the child of fpite. 

And Fame might bid the Drapier write : 

But to relieve, and to endow. 

Creatures that know not whence or how. 

Argues a foul both good and wife, 

Refembling Him who rules the Ikies 
He to the thoughtful mind difplays 
Immortal Ikill ten thoufand ways. 

And, to complete his glorious talk. 

Gives what we have not fenfe to aik* 

III 

LO * Swift to Ideots bequeaths his ftore 
Be wife, ye rich conlider tlius the poox^ 

On the DEAN of ST PATRICK’S Birth-day^, 
Nov 30, St An n REw’s-n a y 

B etween the hours of telve and one. 

When half the world to reft we^^ ^one, 
Intranc’d m fofteft fleep I lay. 

Forgetful of an anxious day. 

From every care and labour free. 

My foul as calm as it could be 

* See, m Parnell s Poems, an elegant compliment on fefemc 
occafion. N 

1 4 The 
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The Queen of Dreams, well ple?sM to 
An undifturb’d and vacant mmd. 

With magic pencil trac’d my brain. 

And there ihe drew St Patrick’s Dean 
I Ibrait beheld on either hand 
Two Saints, like Guardian Angels, ftandj^ 
And either claim’d him for their fon. 

And thus the high difpute begun 
St Andrew firft, with reafon ftrong. 
Maintain’d to him he did belong 
Swift is my own, by right divine. 

All born upon this day are mine ” 

St Patrick faid, I own this true. 

So far he does belong to you 
" But in my church he ’s born again. 

My fon adopted, and my Dean 
** When firfl: the Ch iftian^truth I fpread. 
The poor within this iHe I fed. 

And daiked: errors baniih’d hence. 

Made knowledge in their place commence. 
Nay more, at my divine command, 

** All noxto u creatures Bed the land 
I made both Peace and Plenty fmile^ 
Hiberma was my favourite lile. 

Now hts — for he fucceeds to me. 

Two angels cannot more agree 
His joy IS, to relieve the poor. 

Behold them weekly at his door ^ 

His knowledge too, m bnghteffc rays^ 

He like the fun to all conveys. 


Shows 
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Shows nvi/dom in a fingle page. 

And in one hour inftruds an age» 

When rum lately Hood around 
Th’ inclofures of my /acred ground:, 

" He gloriouily did mterpofe. 

And fav’d it from invading foes. 

For this I claim immortal Swift, 

As my own fon, and Heaven's bed gift 
The Caledonian Saint, enrag'd. 

Now clofer in difpute engag’d, 

Effays to prove, by tranfoiigration. 

The Dean is of the Scottilh nation. 

And, to confirm the truth, he chofe 
The loyal foul of great Montrofe 
Montrofe and He are both the fame. 
They only diifer in the name, 

Both, heroes m a righteous caufe, 

Affert their liberties and laws: 

He 's now the fame, Montrofe was then. 
But that the Jkvard is turn'd a pen ^ 

A pen of fo great power, each word 
Defends beyond the hero's f^ord*^ 

Now words grew high — we can't fuppde 
Immortals ever come to blows. 

But, left unruly pallion fhould 
Degrade them into flelh and blood. 

An angel quick from Heaven defcends. 

And he at'once the contefi: ends 

Ye reverend pair, from difcord ceafe. 
Ye both mftake the prefent cafe. 


One 
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One kingdom cannot have pretence 
To fo much virtue * fo much fenfe 
Search Heaven^^ record , and there you ^11 £nd. 
That He was bom for ail mankind ” 

EPISTLE to ROBERT NUGENT, Esq^ 
with a Picture of DEAN SWIFT 

BY DR DDNKIN* 

T O gratify thy long defire 

(So Love and Piety require). 

From Bindon’sf colours you mav trace 
The Patnot’s venerable face. 

The laft, O Nugent * which his art 
Shall ever to the world impart, 

For know, the pnme of mortal men. 

That matchlefs monarch of the pen 
(Whofe labouro, like the gemal fun. 

Shall through revolving ages run. 

Yet never, hke the fun, dechre. 

But m their full meridian ihine). 

That ever-honour’d, envied Sage, 

So long the wonder of his age, 

Wlio charm’d us with his golden ftrain. 

Is not the fhadow of the Dean 

* This elegant tribute of gratitude, as it was written at a 
period when all fufpicion of flattery mufl: vaiiilh, lefledts the 
higheft honour on the ingenious ^Writer, and cannot hut be 
agreeable to the admirers of Dr K 

f Samuel Bindon, ef^ a celebntted painter 

He 
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He only breathes Boeotian air— 

Oh^ what a falling-off was there 
Hibernia’s Helicon is dry. 

Invention, Wit, and Hamonr die. 

And what remains againft the florm 
Of Malice, but an empty form? 

The nodding ruins of a pile. 

That Hood the bulwark of this ifle. 

In which the fifterhood was fix’d 
Of candid Honour, Truth unimx’d. 
Impartial Reafon, Thought profound. 
And Chanty, dilFufing round. 

In cheerful nvulets, the 
Of Fortune to the fons of woe ? 

Such one, my Nugent, was thy Swift, 
Endued with each" exalted gift 
But, lo ' die pure sethereal flame 
Is darken’d by a milly fleam 
The balm exhaufled breathes no fmell. 
The rofe is witherM ere it fell 
That godlike fupplement of law. 

Which held the wicked world m awe. 
And could the tide of fadlon flesn. 

Is but a fhell without the gem 
Ye fons of gemus, who would aim 
To build an everiafting fame. 

And, in the field ^of letter’d arts, 

Bifplay the trophies of your parts. 

To yonder manfion turn aide. 

And mortify yoor growing pnde 


Behold 
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Behold the brighter of the race. 

And Nature^s honour, in difgrace 
With humble relignation own. 

That all year talents are a loan. 

By Providence advanced for ufe. 

Which you fhould ftudy to producer 
Refledl, the mental ftock, alas ’ 

However current now it pafs. 

May haply be recall’d from you 
Before the Grave demands his due 
Then, while your morning-ftar proceeds,, 
Direfl your courfe to worthy deeds. 

In fuller day difcharge your debts. 

For, when your fun of reafon fets. 

The night fucceeds , and all your fehemes 
Of glory vanilh with your di earns 

Ah’ where is now the fupple tram. 

That danc’d attendance on the Dean ? 

Say, where are thofe facetious folks. 

Who fliook with laughter at his jokes,, 

And with attentive rapture hung 
On wifdom dropping from his tongue. 

Who look’d with high difdainful pride 
On all the bufy world befide. 

And rated his produdlions more 
Than treafure^i of Peruvian ore ? 

Good Clinfhans » thef with bended knees 
Ingulph’d*the wine, but loath the lees. 
Averting (fo the text commands). 

With ardent eyes and up-caft hands. 


The 
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The cup of forrow from their lips. 

And fly, like rats from flnking fhips 
While fome, who by his fnendfiiip rofe 
To wealth, in concert with his foes. 

Run counter to dieir former track. 

Like old Adason^s hornd pack 
Of yelling mungrels, m requitals 
To not on their mailer’s vitals. 

And, where they cannot blafl: his laurels. 
Attempt to fhgmatize his morals. 

Through Scandal’s magnifying-glafs 
His foibles view, but virtues pafs. 

And on the ruins of his fame 
Ere£l an ignominious name 
So vermin foul, of vde extra£hon. 

The fpawn of dirt and putrefadion. 

The foundea members traverfe o’er. 

But fix and fatten on a fore 

Hence ^ peace, ye wretches, who revile 

His Wit, his humour, and his flyle. 

Since all the monflers which he drew 
Were only meant to copy you, 

And, if the colours be not fainter. 

Arraign yourfelves, and not the pamter* 
Bat, oh f that He, who gave ium breath. 
Dread arbiter of life and death ; 

That He, the moving foul of all, 

The fleeping fpxnt would recall. 

And crown him with triumphant ineeds> 
For all hia paft heroic deeds. 
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In manfions of unbroken refi. 

The bright repubhck of the blefs’d * 

Irradiate his benighted mind 
With hving hght of hght refin'd. 

And thefe the blank of thought einplo7 
With objeds of immortal joy ^ 

Yet, while he drags the fad remains 
Of hfe, fiovv-creeping through his veins. 

Above the views of private ends. 

The tributary Mufe attends. 

To prop his feeble fieps, or Ihed 
The pious tear around ius bed 

So Pilgrims, with devout complaints. 

Frequent the graves of martyr'd Saints, 

Infcnbe their worth in artlefs hnes. 

And, m their Head, embrace then: Ihnnes. 

IsrscarPTiON intended for a Monument 1765 

S AY, to the Drapier's vafi: unbounded fame. 

What added honours can the Sculptor give? 

None — 'Tis a fandion from the Drapier's name 
Mull bid the Sculptor and Ins Marble live 

Epigram occ^oned by the above Inscription 
T T THICK gave theDrapier hzrih two realms contend, 
V V And each afierts her Poet, Patriot, Fnead 
Her mitre jealous Bntam may deny; 

That bfs lemia^s laurel fhaii fopply 

Through life'slow vale* foe, grateful, gave him bread. 

Her vocal ftones foall fom dead# 
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To the Right Honourable 

Charles, Loid Vifcouat Townshend; 

Late one of his Majefty’s Principal Secretaries 
of State, and Knight of the Moft Noble 
Ordci of the Gartei, &,Co. 

My Lor d, 

I BEG leave to puBlifh'the following f ©enta uhdbr your 
pa^-ronage A prefent, I conTels, unworiy of it> * 
and of little value, excepting what gratitude gives it*' 
But, I fear, it may be efteemed a boaft rather than an 
acknowledgement, or at befl, an odentatious kind of 
gratitude, to tell the world that I have received the 
higliefi: obligations from the Lord Townfliend It is an 
honour to be regarded by a perfon of fo dilUnguilhed a 
charadler I am proud of it, and, not being of a nature 
to be content with a filent gratitude, am^^not deterred 
from owning it, though it be hable to be mifcaUed 
vanity* 

Y on have, my Lord, the happinefs to enjoy what that 
great datefman Waliingham, who held the fame oSce 
which you fill with fo much honour, frequently wiflied,^ 

E S but 
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bat never obtained , a retirement from baiinefs in the 
declenfion of life, to enjoy age in peace and tran- 
quillity this laft adbon fpeaks you truly great, for 
that perfon who, by a voluntary retreat, could induf- 
tnoufly renounce all the grandeur of the world, mult 
evidently hav e a foul above it 

Tally an his Tufculum was never mc'*e happy, than 
the Lord Townlhend m his Rainham, 

Where majeHicaily plain 

Pure Nature reigns, where varied \iews from \iews 
** DilFufive profpeds yield* here lhagg’d with woods. 
Here rich with harvefl:, and there white with flocks. 
And ail the gay horizon fmdes around 
Full of thy Genius ^ Lo < between yon groves 
** The dome with eafy grandeur, like the foul 
Of Its great mafter, rifing overlooks 
The fubjed regions, and commands the charms 
Of many a pleafing landfkip, to the eye 
Delightful change ^ here groves of ioftieft fhadc 
Wave their proud tops, and form of fiatelieft view 
A fylvan theatre* while Nature’s hand 
Pours forth.profufe, o’er hill, o’er vale, o’er lawn, 

** Her choiceli bleliings See ’ where yonder lake 
Spreads its wide liquid plain now ftands unmov’d, 

« Pure as th’ expanfe of heaven, and heaven reflcQs 
From Its btoad-glittenng mirrour, now with wave* 

♦ Sec Mr Thomfon's extelleat poems# 

*< CurPd 
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Carrd gently by the breeze, falutes the flowers 
That grace its banks * in flate the fnowy fwans 
Arch their proud necks, and fowls of various plume* 
^ Innumerous, native or exotic, cleave 
The dancing wave * while o’er th’ adjoining lawns 
Obverted to the fouthern funs, the deer 
Wide-fpreadmg graze, or ftarting bound away 
In crowds, then turning, filent Hand, and gaze * 

** Such are thy beauties, Rainham, fuch the haunts 
Of angels, in primaeval guiltlefs days, 

‘‘ When man imparadib’d convers’d with God ” 

This, my Lord, is but a faint pidlure of the place 
of your retirement, which no one ever enjoyed more 
elegantly no part of your life lies heavy upon you, 
theie IS no uneafy vacancy m it, it is all filled up with 
fludy, exercife, or polite amufement here you fhme in 
the mofl: agreeable, though not moft flrong and dazzling 
light In your public flation you commanded admira- 
tion aiid honour, in your private, you. attrad love and 
efteem The nobler parts of your life will be die fub- 
jed of the hiflonan, and the adions of the great ftatef- 
man and patnot will adorn many pages of our future 
annals but the afledionate father, the indulgent maf^ 
ter, the condcfcending and benevolent fnend, patron, 
and companion, can only be defenbed by tkofe who 
have the pleafure and happmefs to fee you ad in all 
thofe relations I could with dehght enlarge upon thii 
amiable part of your charader, bat am fenfible that no 
K 4. pom^ 
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portion of }Oiir time is fo ill fpent as in reading whit I 
write I will theiefore only beg the honour to fubfcube 
iny%T, 


My Lord, 

Your Lordllvp^s mofr obliged^ 
And moll obedient fervant. 


Pulhim in Norfolk, 

m9 


WILLIAM BROOME 
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PREFACE. 

I AM very feniible that many hard circumtoces 
attend ail authors if they vviite ill, they are- 
fnre to be ufed with contempt , if well, too often with 
envy Some men, even while they improve themfelves 
with the fentiments of others, rail at their benefailorsy 
and while they gather the fruit, tear the tree that boie 
It I muil confefa, tliat mere idlenefs induced me to 
write, and the hopes of enteitainmg a few idle men, to 
publilh I am not fo vain as not to think there are 
many faults in die enfuing poems, all human works 
muft fall Ihort of peife&on, and therefore to acknow- 
ledge It, IS no humility however, I am not hkc diofe 
authors, who, out of a falfe modefty, complain of the 
imperfections of their own works, yet would take it 
very ill if the world fliould beheve them I will not 
add hypocrify to my other faults, or a«£l fo abfurdly as 
to mvite the reader to an entertamment, and then teE 
him that there is nothing worth his eating, I have 
furnilhed out the table according to my belt abilities, if 
not with a j(plendid elegance, yet at leaE with an in- 
nocent variety 

But lince this is the laE time that I fhall ever, per- 
haps, trouble the world in this kind, I will beg leave to 
fpeak fomething not as a poet, but a critic, that if my 
credit Ihould fail as a pc^t, I may have recourfe to my 
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remarks upon Homer, and be pardoned for myinduftry 
as the annotator m part upon the Ihad, and entirely 
upon the Odyffey 

I will therefore offer a few things upon caitiafm in 
general, a ftudy very neceflary, but fallen into contempt 
through the abufe of it Atthe reftoration of learning, 
It was particularly neceffary, authors had been long 
baned in obfcunty, and confequently had contrafted 
fome ruft through the ignorance and barbanfm of pre- 
ceding ages It was therefore very requifite that they 
Ihould be polilhed by a critical hand, and reflored to 
their onginal purity In this confifts the office of 
cnacs, but, inftead of malang copies agreeab’e to the 
roanufcnpts, they have long inferted their own conjec- 
tures, and fiom this licence anfe moft of the vanous 
readings, the buithens of modem ediuons whereas 
books are hkc piftures, they may be new varnifhed, but 
not a feature is to be altered, and every ftroke that is 
thus added, deftro^ s m fome degree the refembknce, 
and die original is no longer an Homer or a Virgil, but 
a mere .deal perfon, the creature of the editor’s fancy 
Whoever deviates from this lule, does not correft, but 
corrupt his author, and therefore, fmee moft books 
worth reading haie now good impreffions, it is a folly 
to devote too much time to this branch of cnticifm , it 
IS ndiculous to make it the fuprerae bufmefs of hfe to 
repair the rums of a decayed word, to trouble the world 
with vain niceties about a leiter, or a fyllaUe, or die 
tranfpofic on of a jfc'afe, when the prefent reading is. 

ijitelhgible Thefe learned mflei s are mere 

weeders 
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weeders of an author, they colled the weeds for thejr 
own ufe, and permit others to gather the herbs and 
fiowers It would be of more advantage to mankind, 
when once an author is faithfully publifhed, to turn our 
thoughts from the words to the fentiments, and make 
them more eafy and intelligible A flail in \erbal 
cnticifm IS in reality but a ikiil in gueiiing, and confe- 
qucntly he is the beft ciitic who gueffes bell a mighty 
attamment ^ And yet with what pomp is a tn vial altera- 
tion ulhered into the world ^ Such writers are like Ca- 
ligula, who raifed a mighty aimy, and alarmed the 
whole world, and then led it to gather cockle-fhelis. 

In ihort, the queflion is not what the author might have 
faid, but what he has adually faid, it is not whether a 
different woid will agiee with the fenfe, and turn of the 
period, but whether It was ufed by the author, if itwas> 

It has a good title fhll to maintam its poil, and the au- 
thority of the manufenpt ought to be followed rather 
than the fancy of the editor for can a modern be a 
better judge of the language of th^ purefi; of the anttents^ 
than thofe antients who wrote it m the greateft purity? 
or if he could, was ever any authoi fo happy, as always 
to choofe the mofl: proper word ^ Experi-nce fhows the 
impoflibdity Befides, of what ufe is verbal cnticifm 
when once we have a faithful ediaon ? It embarrafTes 
the reader inliead of giving new light, and hinders his 
proficiency by engroffing his time, and callmg oF the 
attention from the author to the ediior it increafes the 
expence of books, and makes us pay an high price for 
trifles, and often for abfurdities* 1 wdl only ad^^^mk 

Sir 
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Sir Henry Saville, that vaiious le£lions are now grown? 
j£) voluminous, that ve begin to value the hrft editions 
of books as moll correal:, becaufe leafl: correfled 
There are other critics wno think themfeh es obliged 
^ ^ to fee no imperfefhons in their author from 

CriUcs ^ moment they undertake his caufe, they 
look upon him as a lover upon his mifliefs , 
he has no faults, or his very faults improve into beau- 
ties this, indeed, is a well-natured error, but Ihll 
blameabie, becaufe it mifguides the judgement SucI 

critics a£ij no lefs erroneoully, than a judge who Ihould 
refolve to acquit a perfon, whether innocent or guilty, 
who comes before him upon his trial It is frequent 
for the partial critic to praife the work as he likes the 
author, he admires a book as an antiquaiy a meda^, 
folely from the impreflion of the name, and not from 
the mtnnfic value the copper of a favourite writer ihall 
b^ more efteemed than the fined gold of akfs acceptable 
author for tins reafon many perfons have chofen to 
publifh their works without a name, and by this me- 
thod, like Apelles, who dood unfeen behind his own 
Venus, have receded a praife, which perhaps might 
have been denied if the author had been vifible 

But there are other critics who ad a contrary part, 
and condemn all as criminals whom they try 
Qfemjims dwell only on the faults of an author, 

^ ^ and endeavour to raife a reputation by dif- 

pmmng^ every dung that other men praile, 
they have an antipathy to a Ihimng charader, 
Ijfce ibme ib^ Iiate the 6m only becaufe of its 

bright-^ 
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^iightne^s It is a crime with them to excel, they are a 
kind of Tartars in learning, who, feeing a perfon of 
duhagm^hed qualifications, immediately endeavour to 
kill him, in hopes to attain juft fo much ment as they 
deftroy in their adi erfary I never look into one of 
thefe critics but he puts me in mind of a giant in ro- 
mance the glory of the giant confifts m the number 
of the limbs of men whom he has deftroyed, that of 
the critic in viewing 

« — Di je(fti membra Paetae ’ Hob. 

If ever lie accidentally deviates into praife, he does it 
that ins enfuing blame may fall with the greater weight; 
he adorns an author with a few fiowers, as the antients 
thofe Vidims which they were ready to fiicrifice he 
ftudies cnttafm as if it extended only to diipraife, a 
pracbce, w^hich, when moft fuccefsful, is leaft defirable. 
A painter might juftly be thought to have a perverfe 
imagination, who Ihould dehght only to draw the de- 
formities and diftortions of human nature, which, when 
executed by the moft mafteriyhand, ftnfce the beholder 
with moft horror It is ufual with envious critics to, 
attack the wntings of others, becaufe diey are good;, 
they conftantly prey upon the faireft fruits, andJhopeto 
fpread their own works by muting them to thofe of 
dieir adverfary But this is like Mezmtms m Yirgil# 
to join a dead carcafs to a hving body, and the only 
effed of It, to fill every well-natured mmd with deteftar- 
non their mahce becomes impotent, and, 
their defign, they g^ve a tetooqy of their 
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ment, and fiiow him to be an hero hy turning all their 
weapons agamii: him fuch critics are hke dead coals , 
they may blacken, but cannot burn Thele writers 
bring to my memory a paffage in the Iliad, where all 
the inferior powers, the Plebs Superum, or rabble of 
the Iky, are fancied to umte their endeavours to pull 
Jupiter down to the earth but by the attempt they 
only betray their own inabihty , Jupiter is Ihll Jupiter, 
and i^c^eir unavailmg efforts they manifeff his fupe- 
nonty. 

Modejfty is effential to true cnticilm no man has a 
title to be a dictator m knowledge, and the fenfe of our 
own infirmities ought to teach us to treat others with 
humanity The envious cntic ought to conf der, that 
if the authors be dead whom he cerfures 'it is mhu- 
mamty to trample upon their afhes with infolence, that 
It IS cruelty to fummon, implead, and condemn them 
with rigour and ammofity, when they are not in a capa- 
city to anfwer his unjuft allegations If the authors be 
ahve, the common laws of foaety oblige us not to 
commit any outrage againft another's reputation, we 
ought modeilly to convince, not mjurioufly infult, and 
contend for truth, not vi^ory and yet the envious 
muc IS hke the tyrants of old, who thought it not 
enough to conquer, unlefs their enemies were made a 
pd>lm fpe&cle, and dragged in triumph at their 
dmsot-wheels but what is fuch a triumph but a 
barbartms mfuk over the calamines of their fellow- 
creatures? the nmfe of a day, purchafcd with the 
mifery of Hwever, I would not be thought 

, to 
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to bs »plear|ipg for an exempuon from cntofm^ I 
would only have it circumfcnbed within the rules of 
candour and hurnanity writers may be toM of their 
errors, provided it be with the decency and tenderneis 
of a fnend, not the malice and paffion of an enemy; 
boy^ may be hipped into fenfe, but men are to be 
guided with reafon 

If we grant the malicious cntic all that he claims, 
and allow him to have proved his adverfary’s dukefs, 
and his own acutenefs, yet, as long as there is virtue m 
the world, modefl dulnei^ will be preferable to learned 
arrogance Dulnefs may be a misfortune, but arrogance 
is a enme , and where is the mighty advantage, it, 
while he difcovers more learning, he is found to have 
lefs Viitue than his adverfary? and, though he be a 
better cntic, yet proves himfelf to be a worfe mmi 
Beiides, no one is to be envied the ikill m finding fudi 
faults as others are fo dull as to mifiake for beauties. 
What advantage is fuch a quickfightednefs even to the 
podelTors of it? It makes them difficult to be pleafed, 
and gives them pam, while others receive a pleafure: 
they refemble the fecond-fighted people in Scotland, 
who are fabled to fee more than other peribns, but all 
the benefit they reap from this privilege, is to difcover 
objeds of horrof , ghofb and appantious* 

But It is time to end, though I have too much reafim 
to enlarge the argument for c^dout in cnnalm, 
through a confcioafiiefs of my own deficaeacy I have 
in reality been pleading my own taufe, that if I appear 
too gmlty to obtain a j^rdtm# I msj find fo 
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mercy from my judges, as to be condemned to fuifer 
without inhumanity But whatever be the fate of thefe 
works, they have proved of ufe to me, and been an 
agreeable amufement in a conftant folitude Providence 
has been pleafed to lead me out of the great roads of 
hfe, into a private path, where, though we have leifure 
to choofe the fmootheil way, yet we are all fure to meet 
many obllacles m the journey I have found poetry an 
mnocent compamon, and fupport from the fatigues of 
it, how long, or how Ihort, the future Hages of it are 
to be, as it is uncertain, fo it is a folly to be over-foli- 
citous about it, he that hves the longeft, has but the 
imall pnvilege of creeping more leifurely than others to 
ihis grave, what we call living, is in leahty but a 
longer time of dying and if thefe verfes prove as 
Ihort-lived as their author, it is a lofs not worth re- 
grettmg, they only die, as they were born, in ob- 
fcurity. 
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HABBAKKUK, 

CHAP III PARAPHRASED. 

An Ode, written m 1710, as anExcrcife. 

When, m a glorious ternble array. 

From Paran’s towering height th’ Almighty took his 
Borne on a cherub^s wmgs he rode, [way; 
Intolerable day proclaim’d the God, 

No earthly cloud 

Could his effulgent bnghtnefs ihroud 
Glory, and majeffy, and power. 

March’d in a dreadful pomp before; 

Behind, a gnm and meagre tram. 

Pining licknefs, frantic pain. 

Stalk’d widely on ^ with all the difinal band. 

Which heaven m anger fends to fconrge a guilty land* 

With terror cloath’d, he downward ffew. 

And wither’d half the nations with a view. 

Through half the nations of th’ aftoniiiM earth 
He fcatter’d war, and plaga^» and &arth ! 
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And when he fpoke. 

The everlafhng hiUs from their foundations Ihook, 
The trembling mountains, by a lowly nod. 

With reverence Uruck, confefs’d the God 
On Sion’s holy hill he took his Hand, 

Grafpmg omnipotence in his nght hand , 

Then mighty earthquakes rock’d the ground. 
And the fun darken’d as he frown’d 
He dealt afiii^on from his van. 

And wild confufion from his rear. 

They through the tents of Cuflian ran. 

The tents of Cuihan quak’d with fear. 

And Midian trembled with defpair 
I fee ’ bs fword wave naked in the air , 

It ftieds around a baleful ray. 

The rams pour down, the lightnings play. 

And on their wings vmdidlve thttndcrs bear* 

When through the mighty flood 
He led the murftmnng crowd. 

What ail’d the nvers that they backward fled? 

Why was the mighty flood afraid ? 

March’d he agamffc the nvers? or was he, 

Tlmu nugky flood < di^leas’d at thee? 


VARjATiaif* 

♦ I fee his fword wave with redoubled we. 

Ah I has It fet the very clcmds on iirc > 

The tjoads down in deluges of fiiowers, 
Fiercd lightning flames, Vindiftive thunder roars* 


The 
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The flood beheld from far 
The deity m all his equipage of war; 

And lo ’ at once it burfts ^ m diverfe falls 
On either hand * it fwells in cryftal walls ^ 

Th’ eternal rocks dbfclofr * the toffing waves 
Rufli in loud thunder from a thoufand caves ^ 

Why tremble ye, O faithlefs * to behold 
The opening deeps their galphs unfold^ 

Enter the dreadful chafins ^ ’tis God, who guides 
Your wondrous way * the God who rules the tides ^ 
And lo ^ they march aimd the deafening roar 
Of tumbling feas ^ they mount the adverfe fliore^ 
Advance, ye chofrn tnbes ^—Arabia’s fands 
Lonely, uncomfortable lands ^ 

Void of fountain, void of ram, 

Oppofe their burning coafts in vain ^ 

See * the great prophet fland. 

Waving his wonder-working wand^ 

He feikes the ftubborn rock, and Jo^ 

The flubborn rock feels the Ahmghty blow* 

His flony entrails burft, and rufinng torrents flow 

♦Then did the fun his fiery ccwfcrs flay. 

And backward held fbe fri&g d»y« 


♦ Ah, what aew r««ne$ |»ha6 X heax I 
Sun, thou fliU, thou moo% th| fosbeat t 
Ah, fun, thy whuch obedieat flsy, 

Poubhn^ the S^kidm th^ 

hz Tlie 
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The mmble-footed minutes ceased to run. 
And urge the lazy hours on 
Time hung his unexpanded wings. 

And all the fecret fprings 
That carry on the year. 

Stopped la their full career 
Then the aftonifh^d moon 
Forgot her gomg down. 

And paler grew. 

The difmal fcene to view. 

How through the trembling Pagan nation, 
Th* Almighty rum dealt, and ghaftly defolation 

But why, ah ^ why, O Sion, reigns 
Wide wafhng havock o’er thy plams ? 

Ah, me * dehru&on is abroad ^ 

Vengeance is loofe, and wrath from God ^ 
See ’ hofls of ipoilers feize their prey ^ 

See ^ llaughter marks in blood his way * 


The nimble footed minutes ceafe to rua 
And urge the lazy hours on 
Time hangs his unexpanded wings. 

And all the fecret fprings 
That carry on the year 
Stop in their full career , 

At once th* aftonilh d moon 
Forgets her going down. 

And paler grows. 

To view th* amazing tram of woes. 

While through the trembling Pagan nation, 
Th* Almighty rum deals, and ghaitly defcUlion* 


See! 
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See ^ how embattled Babylon 
Like an unruly deluge rulhes on* 

Lo* the field with millions fwarms* 

I hear their (bouts * their clafhing arms * 

Now the confli£hng hoJls engage. 

With more than mortal rage * — 

Oh* heaven* I faint 1 die*— 

The yielding powers of Ifrael fly* - » 

Now banner’d hofts furround the walls 
Of Sion * now (he finks, (he falls*—— 

Ah* Sion, how for thee I mourn* 

What pangs for thee I feel * 

Ah * how art thou become the Pagans’ fcorn. 

Lovely, unhappy Ifrael * 

A (hivenng damp invades my heart, 

A trembhng horror (hoots through every parti 
My nodding frame can fcarce fufiam 
Th’ oppreifive load I undergo 
Speechlefs I figh * the envious woe 
Forbids the very pleafure to complain 
Forbids my faultenng tongue to tell 
What pangs for thee I feel, 

Lovely, unhappy Ifrael * 

Yet though the fig-tree (hould no burthen bear. 

Though vines delude the promsfe of the year. 

Yet though the olive (hoidd not yield her od. 

Nor the parch’d glebe reward the peafant’s toil 5 
Though the tir’d ox beneath his labours fall. 

And herds m milhons penfh from the ftaH, 

Ls Yet 
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Yet ftiall my grateful fangs 
For ever praife thv name. 

For ever thee proclaim. 

Thee everlafhng God, the mighty lang of kings 

TO BELINDA, 

ON HER SJCK.NESS AND RECOVERY 

S URE never pain fuch beauty wore. 

Or look’d fo amiable before * 

You graces give to a difeafe. 

Adorn the pain, and make it pleafe 
Thus burning incenfe Iheds perfumes. 

Still fragrant as it fal confumes. 

Nor can even ficknefs, which difarms 
All other nymphs, deftroy your charms, 

A thoufand beauties you can fpare. 

And fhll be fiireft of the fair 

But fee ’ the pain begins- to fly , 

Though Venus bled, fhe could not die 
See * the new Phcenix pomt her eyes. 

And loveher from her aflies nfe 
Thus rofes, when the farm is o’er. 

Draw beauties from th’ inclement Ihower 

Welcome, ye hours * which thus repay 
What envious flcknefg fale away ^ 

Welcome as thofe which kindly bnng. 

And ulher m the ^pnng. 


That 
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That to the finiling earth reHore 

The beauteous berb> and bloonaing flpwer. 

And give her all the charms ihe lod: 

By wmteiy ftorms, and hoaxy froft^ 

And yet how well did ihe Mam, 

And gready tnumph o’er her pain * 

So flowers, when blaftmg winds invade. 
Breathe fweet, and beauufuliy fade 

Now in her cheeks, and radiant eyes. 
New bluflies glow, new lightnings nfe. 
Behold a thoufand charms fucceed. 

For which a thoufand hearts mufl bleed * 
Brighter from her difeafe fhe fliines. 

As Are the precious gold refines 

Thus when the filent grave becomes 
Pregnant with life, as fruitful wombs. 
When the wide feas, and fpaaous earth, 
Refign us to our fecond birth , 

Our moulder’d frame rebuilt aflkmes 
New beauty, and for e\»er blooms. 

And, crown’d with youth’s immortal pride. 
We angels nfe, who mortals dy^d 


^'4 


’•"'To 
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TO BELINDA, 

ON HER APRON EMBROIDERED WITH ARMS 
AND FLOWERS 

* liftening trees Amphion drew 

X To dance from hills, where once they grew 
But you exprefs a power more great. 

The flowers you draw not, but create. 

Behold your own creation nfe. 

And fmile beneath your radiant eyes * 

’Tis beauteous all ^ and yet receives 
From you more graces than it gives 

But fay, amid the fofter charms 
Of bloommg flowers, what mean thefe arms ^ 

So round the fragrance of the rofe. 

The pointed thorn, to guard u, grows 

But cruel you, who thus employ 
Both arms and beauty to deflroy ’ 

So Venus marches to the fray 
In armour, formidably gay 


Variation 
* The lovely Flora paints the earth, 
Aii4 calls the morning Bowers to birth 
Btit you dtfplay a power more great , 

* She calls forth Bowers, but you create. 


It 
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It IS a dreadful pleafing fight ^ 

The flowers attrad, the arms affright; 
The flowers with kvely beauty bloom. 
The arms denounce an inffant doom* 

Thus, when the Britons an array 
Their enfigns to the fun difplay. 

In the fame flag are hhes fliown. 

And angry hons fternly frown , 

On high the ghttenng ffandard flies,. 
And conquers all thmgs — ^hke your eyes*. 


Part of the XXXVIIIth and XXXIXth Chapters of 

JOB. 

A PARAPHRASE* 

N OW from the iplendors of his bnght abode 
On wings of all the winds th^ Almighty rode. 
And the loud voice of thunder Ipoke the God* 

Cherubs, and feraphs from ccelefhal bowers. 

Ten thoufand thdufand ^ bnght, ethereal powers I 
Mmilbant round, their radiant flies unfold. 

Arm’d m eternal adamant, and gold^ 

Whirlwinds and thundrous fforms his chariot drew 
’Tween worlds and worlds, tnumphaat as it fie% : 

He flretch’d his dark pavilion o’er the floods. 

Bade hills fubfide, and rein’d th* obedient clouds ; 

Then from his awful gloom the godl!^ ^ke, 

^ And at his voice afeghted nature ihook* 
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Vain man * who boldly with dim reafon*s ray 
Vies with Ls God, and rivals his fdl day * 

^ But tell me now, fay how this beauteous feme 
Of ail things, from the womb of nothing came. 
When nature’s Lord with one Almighty cail 
From no-where rais’d the world’s capacious ball ^ 
Say if thy hand dire£ls the various rounds 
Of the vafi: earth, and circumfcribes the bounds ^ 
How orbs oppos’d to orbs amid the fky. 

In concert move, and dance in harmony? 

What wondrous pillars their foundations bear 
When hung felf-balanc’d in the fluid air? 

Why the vaft tides fometimes with wanton play 
In Aiming mazes gently glide away. 

Anon, why fwelling with impetuous flores 
Tumultuous tumbling, thunder to the flioies ^ 

By thy command does fair Aurora nfe. 

And gild with purple beams the blufhmg fkies , 
The warbkng lark falutes her chearful ray. 

And welcomes with his fong the riflng day , 

The nflng day ambrofial dew diflils, 

Th’ ambroiiai dew with balmy odour fills 
The flowers, the fiowers rejoice, and nature fmiles 


Variatiok 

* Bjt tell me, mortal, when th Almighty fajd, 

Ee made, ye worlds * how worlds at once were made > 
When ho^s of angels wiapt in wonder fung 
His praife as order from diforder fprung^ 

Why 
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Why night, m fable rob^d, as day-hght fades. 

O’er half the nations dji:a,ws her awful fliades ** 

Now peaceful nature hcs diffus’d in eafe, 

A folemn fhllnefs reigns o’er land and feas 
* Sleep Iheds o’er all his bahn ^ to fleep refign’d. 
Birds, beads he hafti’d, and bufy human-kmd 
No air of breath didurbs the drowzy woods. 

No ivhiipers murmur from the filent floods * 

The moon fheds down a fllver-dreaming light. 

And glads the melanchohc face of mght. 

Now clouds fwift fkimming veil her fuihed ray, 
t Now bnght fhe blazes with a fuller day . 

The dars in order twinkle in the fbes. 

And fall in filence, and in flience nfe 
Till, as a giant drong, a bndcgrooui gay. 

The fun fprings dancing through the gates of day. 

He fhakes his dewy locks, and hurls his beams 
O’er the proud hills, and down the glowing dreams. 
His flery couriers bound above the mam. 

And whirl the car along th’ ethereal plain* 


Variations# 

* No more the monfters of the defert roar. 
Doubling the terrors of the midnjght boor# 
The fowl, the filhes, to repofe reSgn'i, 

Ail, all he hulh^d, and hn% human'^nd 
The fainting mnnnur dies upon the Eoods^ 
And hghing breezes loll the drowz; woods* 
f Now bright fhe bJaacs, and foppUes the day# 
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The B-try courfers and the car difplay 
A fbeam of glory, and a flood of day 
Bid e’er thy eye defcend into the deep. 

Or haft thou feen where infant tempers ileep ? 

Was e’er the grave, or regions of the night. 

Yet trod by thee, or open’d to thy flght ? 

Has death difdos’d to thee her gloomy flate. 

The ghafl:ly forms, the vanous woes that wait 
In terrible array before her awful gate ? 

Know’ll thou where darknefs bears eternal fway,. 

Or where the fource of everlalling day ^ 

Say, why the thriving hail with rulhing found 
Pours from on high, and rattles on the ground ? 

Why hoi^er fnows, down-wa\ering by degrees. 

Shine from the hills, or glitter from the trees ? 

Say# why, in lucid drops, the balmy ram 
With fparkhng gems impearls the fpangled plain ^ 

Or, gathering in the vale, a current flows. 

And on each flower a fudden fpring bellows ^ 

Say, why with gentle fighs the evening breeze 
Salutes the flowers, or mmmurs through the trees ^ 

Or why loud winds m llorms of vengeance fly. 

Howl o’er the mam, and thunder in the Iky ? 

Say, to what wondrous magazines repair 
The viewiefs beings, when ferene the air? 

Till, "from their dungeons loos’d, they roar aloud. 
Upturn whde oceans, and tofs cloud on cloud. 

While waves encountering waves, m mouatams dnven> 
Swell to the flarry varft, and daih the heaven. 


Know’ll 
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Know’ft tliou> why comets threaten in the air. 

Heralds of woe, defbru^hon, and deipair. 

The plague, the fword, and all tl e forms of war ? 

On ruddy wings why forky hghtmng dies. 

And rolling thunder grumbles in the ILies ? 

Say, can thy voice, when fultry Sinus reigns. 

And funs intenfely glowing cleaV'e the plains, 

Th’ exhaufted urns of thirity Ijpnngs fupply. 

And mitigate the fever of the Iky? 

Or, when the heavens are charge with gloomy douds^ 
And half the Ikies precipitate in floods, 

Chace the dark horror of the florm aivay# 

Reflrain the dtluge, and reftore the day? 

By thee does fummer deck herfelf with charms. 

Or hoary winter lock his frozen arms ^ 

Say, if thy hand inftrud the rofe to glow. 

Or to the lily give unfulhed fnow ^ 

Teach fruits to kmt from blolToms by degrees. 

Swell into orbs, and load the bendmg trees, 

Whofe vanous kinds a vanous hue unfold. 

With crimfon blulh, or buraifli mto gdd ? 

Say, why the fun arrays with fluning dyes 
The gaudy bow that gilds the gloomy Ikies ^ 

He flrom his um pours forth his golden flreams. 

And humid clouds imbihe the ghttraig h^ms; 

Sweetly the varying colours fade m nfe. 

And the vafl: arch embraces half the 

Say, dtdfl: thou give the imghty feas their bars, 

FiU air with fowl, or light up heavt^ with 

W&jfe 
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Whofe thoufand times ten thoufand lamps difplay 
A friendly radiance, mmgling ray with ray? 

Say, canli thou rule die courfers of the fun. 

Or lafh the lazy lign, Bootes, on ? 

Boll: thou inftruft the eagle how to fly. 

To mount the viewlefs winds, and tower the fky > 

On founding pinions borne, he foars, and fhrouds 
His j^roud afpirmg head among the clouds , 
Strong-pounc4, and fierce, he darts upon his prey. 
He fads in tnumph through th^ ethereal way. 

Bears on the fan, and bafks in open day 
Does the dread King, and terror of the wood. 

The hon, from thy hand expe£l his food? 

Stung with keen hunger from his den he comes. 
Ranges the plains, and o’er the foreft roams 
* He fnufFs the track of beafls, he fiercely roars, 
Doublmg the horrors of the midnight hours 
\?Rth fallen majefty he ftalks away. 

And the rocks tremble while he feeks his prey • 
Dreadful he gnns, he rends the favage brood 
With unfheath^d paws, and churns tie fpouting blood, 
Dod: thou with thunder aim the generous horfe. 

Add nervous hmbs, fwiftnefs for the courfe ? 

Fleet as the wmd, fooots along tie plain. 

And knows no check, nor hears the curbn^ rem , 


VAaiATiei<* 

* He inft^ks tl»iB ftorms wiatcry diowers, 
Making night hideous, as he fternly roars, 

His 
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His fiery eye-baSs, formidably bright. 

Dart a fierce glory, and a dreadful light 
PleasM with the clank of arms, and trumpets’ found. 
He bounds, and prancing paws the trembling ground. 
He fnuiFs the promis’d battle from afar. 

Neighs at the captains, fhouts, and thunder of the war: 
Rouz’d with the noble dm and martial fight. 

He pants with tumults of fevere deUght^ 

His fpnghtly blood an even courfe difdalas. 

Pours from his heart, and charges m his vemsj 
He braves the fpear, and mocks the twanging bow. 
Demands the fight, and rulhes on the foe. 

MELANCHOLY: 
AN ODE, 

Occafioncd by the Death of a bcfoved Daughter 1723. 

A dieu vam mirth, and noify |oys^ 

Ye gay defires, deluditig toys * 

Thou, thdtightfai Melancholy, deign 
To hide me in thy penfive train ^ 

If by the fall of murmurmg floods. 

Where awful Ihades embrown the woods. 

Or if, where wmds in mems groan, 

Thou wanderefl; filent and alociei 

Come, MifsFu! mourner, udfiiy fed. 

In forrow’s garb, m feMc dad. 

Henceforth/ thou Care, my hc^ ea^Ieyl 
Sorrow, be thou henccfoM^ 

By 
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By tombs where fallen fpmts ftalk. 
Familiar with the dead I walk. 

While to my fighs and groans by turns> 
From graves the midmght echo mourns. 

Open thy marble jaws, O tomb. 

Though earth conceal me in thy womb ^ 
And you, ye worms, this frame confound. 
Ye brother reptiles of the grcaind 1 

O hfe, fra^ offspnng of a day ^ 

^Tis puff’d with one Ihort galp away ^ 
Swift as the Ihort-liv’d flower it flies. 

It fprmgSi It blooms, it fades, it dies. 

With cries we uiher in our birth. 

With groans refign our tranflent breath* 
While round, flern mmiflers of fate. 

Pain, and difeafe, andforrow wait 

While childhood reigns, the fportive boy 
Learns only prettily to toy. 

And, while he roves from play to play. 
The wanton trifles life away 

When to the noon of hfe we nfe. 

The man grows elegant in vice ; 

To glorious guilt m courts he climbs. 
Vilely judiaous m his crimes 

When youth and ftrength an age are loft, 
Man feems already half a ghoft. 

Wither’d, and wan, to earth he bows, 

A walking hofpital of woes* 


Oh! 
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Oh * happmefs, thou empty name^ 

Say> art thou bought by gold or feme? 

What art thou, gold, but flumng earth? 

Thou, commoa fame, but common breath^ 

if virtue contradidt the voice 
Of pubhc fame, applaufe is noife; 

Ev’n Vidors are by conqueft carft. 

The braveft warnor is the worii: 

Look round on all that man below 
Idly calls great, and all is Ihow * 

All, to the cofen from our birth. 

In this vafi: toy-lhop of the earth. 

Come then, O friend of virtuous woe. 

With folemn pace, demure, and flow. 

Lo ^ fed and fenous, I purfue 
Thy Heps — ^adieu, vam world, adieu ’ 


Von XLIV 


M 
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DAPHNIS ANB BYCIDAS 
A ? ? X O R A 

They iing the different Snocefe and Abfence of tlw 
Itoyes* 

To the Right Hpi^ieablf tl^ Lord Viscount 
Town SH END, Rainham m Norfolk 

m—>*‘ Syhae funt Confule dignae Vikg 

B A P H N I S 

H OW calm the evenang* fee*diekfallmg d&y 
Gilds every mountaHi witih » rctcMy ray * 

In gentle fighs the fofdy wm^erafeg bree^se 
Salutes the flowers, and^ waves the trembling trees. 
Hark ^ the mght-warbler, from yon vocal boughs. 
Glads every i alley with melodious woes ’ 

Swift through the air her rounds the fwallow takes. 
Or fportive flams the level of the lakes 
The timorous deer, fwift-flarting as they graze. 
Bound off m crowds, then turn again, and gaze 
See ^ how yon fwans, with fnowy pride elate. 

Arch their high necks, and fail along in ffate * 

Thy frilking flocks fafe-wandering crop the plain. 
And the glad feafon claims a gladfome flrain 
Begin '■ Ye echoes liffen to the fong. 

And, with Its fweetnefs pleas’d, each note prolong ^ 

hroi^ifAS 
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L Y C I IXA S 

Sing, Mafe — and olt** may *Tovm^heni deign to 
What the Mufe iings, to TownHiend tbs is due* 
Who, carrying with him al! the world admiref. 

From all the world ilbfcoitfly retires , 

And, calmly wandenng m bs Ramham, roves 
By lake, or fpiing, by tbckct> lawn, or groves. 
Where veidant hills, or vales, wheife fbmttaiffs ftraV, 
Charm every thought of idle pomp away, 

Unenvy’d views the fplendid toils of fifaste. 

In private happy, as m pubhe great 
Thii<? godlike Scipio, on w^ofe cares reclined 
The burthen and repofe of half mankind. 

Left to the vaan their pomp,, and calmly ftrayM/ 

The world forgot, beneadi the laurel bade, 

Nor longer would be great, but, void of ilnfe. 

Clos'd m foft peace bs eve of glorious hfe 
Feed round, my goats, ye iheep, in fafetv giazc , 
Ye winds, breathe gently while I tune my hy^ 

The jovous fprmg draws nigh ambfotfat 
Unbind the earth, the earth unbmds the llbwers. 

The flowers blow fweet, the daffodils unffild 
The Ipreading glones of their hiooimng gold* 

As the gay hours advance, tho'libffoms 
The knitting bloiToiw hardbt into fimtj 
And as the autumn by degrees caifues. 

The mellowing frmts diiplay 4®tr iircaky hu^s 

M a hretpAs 
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Lyci das 

“Wlien the winds whifde, and the tempeft roars. 

When foaming billows lafli the founding fhores. 

The bloomy beauties of the paHures die. 

And in gay heaps of fragrant rum lie 

Da p hn I s 

Severe the ilorms ^ when Ihuddering winter binds 
The earth ’ but winter yields to vernal winds 
Oh * Love, thy ngour my whole hfe deforms. 

More cold than winter, more fevere than Horms ^ 

Lycidas 

Sweet IS the fpnng, and gay the fummer hours. 

When balmy odours breathe from pamted flowers. 

Bur neither flveet the fpnng, nor fummer gay. 

When Ihe I love, my charmer, is away 

Dap h n I s 

To favage rocks, through bleak inclement fkies. 

Deaf as thofe rocks, from me my fair-one flies 

Oh ^ virgm, ceafe to fly ’ th^ inclement air 

May hurt thy charms^— bat thoti hafl charms to fpare * 

Lycidas 

I love, and ever lhall my love remain. 

The faurefl, kindefl virgm of the plain. 

With equal paflion her foft bolbm glows. 

Feels tne fweet pains, and fhares the heavenly woes. 


Daphnis# 



DAPHNIS and LYCIDAS 165 
D APHiris 

With a feign’d palHon, fhe I love, beguiles, 

And gayly falfe the dear didembler fmiles. 

But let her ibll thofe bleft deceits employ, 

Sull may Ihe feign, and cheat me into joy * 

Li C I D AS 

On yonder bank the yielding nymph rechn’d, 

Gods * how tranfported I, and fhe how kind* 

There nfe, ye flowers, and there your pride difplay. 
There fhed your odours where the fair-one lay* 

D APHNIS 

Once, as my fair-one m the rofy bower 
In gentle {lumbers pafs’d the noon-tide hour. 

Soft I approach’d, and raptur’d with the bhfs 
At leifure gaz’d, then ftole a flient kifs 
She wak’d, when confcious fmiles, but ill reprefl. 

Spoke no difdain*— Was ever fwain fo blefl^ 

LyCID AS 

With fragrant apples from the bendmg bough 
In fpdrt my charmer gave her fwain a blow 
The fair offender, of my wrath afraid. 

Fled, till I feiz^d and kifs’d the blooming maid 
She fmil’d, and vow’d if thus her cfim^ I p^. 

She would offend a thouiand times a day{ 

Daphnis 

O’er the ffeep mountain, and the pathlefs mead> 

From my embrace the lovely fcomer ffed, 

M5 


But 



BROOME'S POEMS. 


But ilumblmg m the flight, by chance fhe fell. 

I faw— but what— her lover wdl not tell ! 

Lv Cl D AS 

From me my fair-one Bed, difTembhng play> 

And m the dark conceal'd the wanton lay , 

But laugh’d, and fhow’d by the di-eamg found 
She only hid, an fecret to be found 

D A p n N I s 

Fat hence to happier climes Belinda ftrays. 

But m my breaB her lovely image flays , 

Oh ’ to thefe piams again, bright nymph, repau. 

Or from my breaft far hence thy image beai ^ 

Li c X n AS 

Come, Delia, come’ tiB Delia blefs thefe feats, 
Hide me, ye groves, witkn your dark retreats ’ 

In hollow groans, ye winds, around me blow I 
Ye biAbhng fountains, murmm to my woe< 

D A P H N I S. 

Wherever lehada isoves, ye Zephyrs, pb} ’ 
WhereV fhe treads, ye flowers, adorn the tvay ’ 
From iiltiy funs, ye groves, my charmer keep ’ 

Ye bubbimg fountains, murmur to her fleep’ 

L y c I D A s. 

If ftreams fmootkwandenng, Delia, yield delight ; 
If the gay rrfe, or hly, pleafe thy fight , 


Smooth 
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Smooth {beams here wander, here the rofes glow. 
Here thi proud Mes rife to {hade thy brow I 

Da^* H Kt s 

Aid me, ye Mnfes, while I loud proclMih 
What love mipires, and iing Belinda’s name 
Waft It, ye breezes, to the hills around. 

And fport, ye echoes, with the favourite Comi 

L YCi n AS 

Thy name, my Delia, fhal! improve my fong. 

The pleaiing labour of my ravifh^d tongue 
Her name to heaven propitious Zephyrs bear. 

And breathe it to hex fcmfdred angels theie * 

D A P H N X s 

But fee ’ the night ddp’a)s her Harry train. 

Soft fxlver dews impearl the glittering plain. 

An awful horror fills the glooniLy woods, 

And bluifli mifts rife froin the fmoabng floods; 

^ Haflc, Daplmis, hafle to fold thy woolly care. 

The deepening ihades imbrown tk’ unwholefome air* 
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THE FIRST ODE OF HORACE, 
Translated 

M ^CENAS, whofe high Imeage ipnngs 
From a long race of anaent kmgs. 

Patron and friend * thy honour’d name 
At once is my defence and fame 

There are, who with fond tranfport praife 
The chanot thundenng in the race , 

Where conquefl won, and palms beftow’d. 

Lift the proud mortal to a God 

The man who courts the people’s voice. 

And doats on offices and noife. 

Or they who till the peaceful fields. 

And reap what bounteous nature yields. 

Unmov’d, the merchant’s wealth behold. 

Nor hazard happinefs for gold , 

Untempted by whole worlds of gam 
To fiem the billows of the mam 

The merchant, when the ftorm invades. 

Envies the quiet of the (hades. 

But foon relaunches from the (here, 

Dreadmg die enme of being poor * 

Some carelefs waile the mirthful day 
With generous wines, and wanton play. 

Indulgent of the gemal hour. 

By fpnng, or nil, or lbade> or bower. 


Some 



FIRST ODE OF HORACE x6^ 

Some hear with joy ihe clangmg jar 
Of trumpets, that alarm to war , 

While matrons tremble at the breath 
That calls their fons to arms and death. 

The fportfman, trainM in ftorms, defies 
The chillmg blall, and freezmg ikies 
Unmindful of his bnde, in vam 
Soft beauty pleads * along the plain 
The Itag he chaces, or beguiles 
The funous boar into his tods 

For* you the blooming ivy grows. 

Proud to adorn your learned brows , 

Patron of letters you anfe. 

Grow to a God, and mount the ikes 

Humbly m breezy lhades I firay 
Where Sylvans dance, and Satyrs play; 

Contented to advance my claim. 

Only o’er men without a name, 

Tranfcnbmg what the Mufes fing 
Harmonious to the pipe or fixmg 

But if indulgently you deign 
To rank me widi the Lync tram. 

Aloft the towmag Mufe ihal nfe 
On bolder wings, and gam the 
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AN EPISTLE 

To my Friend Mr Elijah Fenton, Author of 
Manaiime, a Tragedy^ 1 7156^ 

W HY art tfeoa fbw to th’ liarmonious fhell, 
Averfe to fing, who fcnow^d: to dug fo well ? 
If thy proud Mufe itte tragic bulkiu wears> 

Great Sophocles revives and re-appears > 

While, regularly bdd, fhe nobly lings 
Strains worthy to detain the ears of kings 
If by thy hand th’ ^Homeric Ijre be drung. 

The lyre returns fuch founds as Homer fung 
The kind compuldon of a friend obey. 

And, though reluctant, Iweil the lofty lay. 

Then Menmg groves once more lhall catch the found. 
While Grecian Mu#s ling oli Britifo ground 

Thus calm and lilent thy own f Proteus roves 
Through pearly mazes, and through coral groves. 

But when, emerging from the azure main. 

Coercive bands th^ unwilling God conftrain. 

Then heaves his bofom with prophetic fires. 

And his tongue fpe^S feltofe, licaven inipires 

Envy, ’tis true, with barbarous rage invades 
What ev^n fierce lightning Ipares, tlie laurel flmdes , 

* Mr Fenton tianflate4 fonr books of the Odyfiey 
f See the fipry of Proteus, Odyfiey, lib* 4 tranflated by 
Fenton, 


And 
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And cnacs> biafs’d by miftaken raks. 

Like Turkilh zealots, reverence ncaie bat fooR 
But praife from fach injonoas tongues is lhame ; 

They rad the happy author into fame. 

Thus Phcebus through the zoiac takes his way. 

And riies amid mongers into day* 

Oh vdenefs of manland ’ when wntmg well 
Become^ a cnme, and danger to excel ^ 

While noble fcorn, my fnend, fuch mfult fees. 

And dies from towns to wilds, from men to trees* 

Free from die iuft of wealth, and glittering fnares. 
That make th* unhappy Great in love with cares. 

Me humble joys in calm retirement pleafe, 

A fiienthappmefs, and learned eafe 
Deny me grandeur, heaven, bnt goodnefe grant 1 
4 king IS lefs illuilnous than a faint 
Hail, holy virtue ^ come, thou heaveriy gueft. 

Come, fix thy jdcafing empire m my bread ' 

* Thou know’dher influence, fiiend* thy chearfiilimsa 
Proclaims the innocence and peace ^thm. 

Such joys as none but fons of virtue know, 

Shme m thy face, and m thy bo&m glow 

So when the holy mount the prophet trod. 

And talk’d ihimlar as a Fnend Qod, 


Vahiatioh# 

^ Thou fcdi’d her my ^c» 
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Celeftial radiance every feature Ihed, 

And ambient glories dawn’d around his head 

Sure what th’ unthmking Great miftaken call 
Their happinefs, is folly, folly all ^ 

Like lofty mountams m the clouds they hide 
Their haughty heads, but fwell with barren pnde. 
And while low vales in ufeful beauty he. 

Heave their proud naked fummits to the Iky* 

In honour, as in place, ye great, tranfcend ’ 

An angel fall’n, degenerates to a fiend 
Th’ all-cheanng fun is honour’d with his flumes. 
Not that he moves aloft, but that he fhmes 
Why flames the flar on Walpole’s generous breall: ? 
Not that he ’s higheft, but becaufe he ’s bell. 

Fond to obhge , m blefling others, blefl 

How wondrous few, by avance uncontrol’d. 
Have virtue to fubdue the thirfb of gold^ 

The Aiming dirt the fordid wretch enfnares 
To buy, with mighty treafures, mighty cares , 
Blindly he courts, mifguided by the will, 

A fpecious good, and meets a real ill* ' 

So when Ulyfles plough’d the furgy main, 

When now in view appear’d his native reign. 

His wayward mates th’ iEolian bag unbmd, 
Expe£hng treafures, but cut rufti’d a wind , 

The fudden hurricane in thunder roars, 

Buflets the bark, and whirls it from the ihores 

O heaven * by what vain paflions man is fway’d. 
Proud of his reafon, by his will betray’d * 


Blindly 
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Blindly he wanders in purfmt of vice. 

And hates confinement, though in paradife , 

Doom’d, when enlargM, infiiead of Eden’s bowers. 

To rove in wilds, and gather thorns for iiowers , 
Between th’ extremes, dire£l he fees the way. 

Yet wilful fwerves, perverfely fond to ftray f 

Whilfl: niggard fouls indulge their craving thirH, 
Rich without bounty, with abundance curll. 

The Prodigal purfues expcnfive vice. 

And buys difhonour at a mighty pnce. 

On beds of fiate the fplendid glutton ileeps. 

While fkrving Ment unregarded weeps 

His lU-plac’d bounty, while fcom’d Virtue grieves, 

A dog, a fawning fycophant, recaves. 

And cringing knaves, or haughty fhumpets, fhare 
What would make Sorrow fmile, and chear Defpair 

Then would’A thou fieer where fortune fpreads the 
fails? 

Go, flatter vice » for feldom flattery &Is 
Soft through the ear the pleafing bane di&Bs 
Dehaous poifon ’ in perfumes it kills * 

Be all but virtuous Oh ^ unwife to live 
Unfafhionably good, and hope to thrive I 
Trees that aloft with proudefi: hmioui'S 
Root hell-ward, and thence flounfh to the fties, 

O happier thou, my fnend, with cafe anitent, 

Bleft with the confaence of a hfc weH-%cntl 

Mm 
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Nor would^ft be great, bat goide thy gather’d 
Safe by the Store, nor tempt the rougher gales. 
For fare, of aU that feel the wound of fate. 

None are completely wretched but the great 
Superior woes, fqpenor fictions bring , 

A peafant fleeps, wkde cares awake a king 
Who reigns, mull fuiFer ’ crowns with gems inlaid 
At once adorn and load the royal head 
Change but the fcene, and kings in dull decay. 
Swept from the earth the pageants of a day. 

There no diibn£bons on the dead await. 

But pompous graves, and rottennefs in date 
Such now are all that Ihone on earth before , 

Caefar and mighty Matsiborough are no more ^ 
Unhallow’d feet o’er awful Tidly tread. 

And Hyde and Plato join the vulgar dead. 

And all the glorious aims that employ 
The foul of mortals, muft with Hanmer die 
O Compton, when' tks breath we once refign. 

My dull fliaU be as eloquent as thine ^ 

Till that lai hour which calls me hence away 
To pay that great aitear^wkch all muft pay. 

Oh ^ may I tread dfeie have trod. 

Who knew they waifc^d bHoreiS’^all-feemg God* 
Studious from ways of v^tfkcd men to keep. 

Who mock at vice, whiih gnevmg' angels weep 
Come, tafte, my fnend * the joys retirement brings. 
Look down on royal Haves, and pity kings 


More' 
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More happy ^ laid wlter^ treses WJith entwn^’d 
In bowery arches txemhle tp, the \\ind» 

With innocence and fhade like Ad4in bleft. 

While a new Eden opens in the bteaft* 

Snch were the fcenes defcending angd$ trod 
In guildefs da/s, when man convers’d widi God< 

Then ihall my lyre to loftier founds be firung, 

Infpir’d by * Homer, or what thou haji foug 
My Mufe from thine jfhall catch a warmer ray. 

As clouds are bnghten’d by the God of day* 

So tiees unapt to bear, by art refin’d. 

With fhoots ennobled of a generous fcmd. 

High o’er the ground with fruits adopted nfo. 

And lift their ipreading honours to the Ifoes. 

A DIALOGUE 
Between a Lady and her Looking-Glass, while 
Ihe had the Green^-Sickne#* 

T he gay Qphd^^, wvsc’dl to 

In the clear cryliai of glalf , 

The lightning from her eye Igd* 

Her cheek was pale, th^ iKito defM|. 

Then thns^Offeha, with a 
Art thou, falfe ttog, periidl2Ems^grew»*<» 

I never could have thought, I ^ear. 

To find fo gieat there* 
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Falfe thing * thy malice I defy * 

Beaux vow I ’m fair— who never lye* 
More brittle far than bnttle thou. 

Would every grace of woman grow. 

If charms fo great fo foon decay. 

The bright polTeflion of a day ^ 

But this I know, and this declare. 

That thou art falfe, and I am fair 

The gjafs was vex’d to be bely’d. 

And thus with angry tone reply’d 

No more to me of falfehood talk, 

But leave your oatmeal and your chalk ^ 
^Tis true, you ’re meagre, pale, and wan , 
The reafon is, you ’re iick for man — 

While yet it {poke, Opheha frown’d. 
And dafli’d th’ offender to the ground; 
With fury from her arm it fled. 

And round a ghttermg rum fyread; 

When lo ^ the parts pale looks difclofe. 
Pale looks in every fragment rofe. 

Around the room mflead^of one. 

An hundred pale Ophelias ^ 

Away the frighted virgm flew. 

And humbled, from herfelf withdrew* 

T MORAL 

Ye beaux, who tempt the fair and yo^g. 
With fnuff, and noafenfe, dance, md fejg p 
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Ye men of compliment and lace* 

Behold this image in the glafs 
The wondrous force of flattery prove. 

To cheat fond virgms into love 
Though pale the cheek, yet fwear it glows 
Widi the vermilion of the rofe 
Praife them— for praife is always true. 

Though with both eyes the cheat they view 
From hateful truths the virgin flies , 

But the falfe fex is caught with lyes 

A POEM 
ON THE SEAT OF WAR IN FLANDERS, 
Chiefly with relation to the Sieges . 

With the Praife of Peace and Retirement 
W ntten m 1710 

SeceHus mei non defidiae nomen, fed tranquiHitatis acapiant 

Plin. 

H appy, thou Plandna, on whofe fertile plains. 

In wanton pride luxurious plenty reigns , 
Happy* had heaven beftow^d one blefling more. 

And plac’d thee chftant from the Gaihc power 1 
But now m ram thy lawns attract the view. 

They but mvite the vidor to fubdue 
War, horrid war, the fylvan fcene mvades. 

And angry trumpets pierce the woodland fhades ; 

Here fhatter’d towers, proud works of many an age. 

Lie dreadful monuments of human ragej 
VoL XLIV, N 


There 
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There palaces and hallowed domes difplay 
Majelhc rams, awful in decay ^ 

Thy very duft, though undiftingtuih’d tied. 
Compos’d, perhaps, feme hero, great and good^ 
Who nobly for his country loft his blood ’ 

Ev*n with the grave, the haughty fpoders war. 

And death’s dark manfions wide difclofe to air 
O’er kings and faints infultmg Halk, nor dread 
To fpurn the afhes of the glonous dead 

See * the Bntanmc lions wave in air ^ 

See ’ mighty Marlborough breathing death and war ^ 
From Albion’s fliores, at Anna’s high commands. 
The dauntlefs hero pours his martial bands 
As when m wrath ftern Mars the thunderer fends 
To fcourge his foes, m pomp the God defeendsj' 

He mounts his iron car, with fury burns ; 

The car herce-ratthng thunders as it turns , 

Gloomy he grafps his adamantine fhield. 

And fcatters armies o’er th’ enfargum’d field 
With delegated wrath thus Marlborough glows. 

In vengeance rulhmg on his country’s fees. 

See ^ round the hoftde towers embattled Hands 
His banner’d hoft, embodied bands by bands * 

Hark ^ die Ihnll trumpet fends a mortal found. 

And prancing horfes lhake the folid ground , 

The furly drums beat terrible afar. 

With all the dreadful mufic of the war , 

From the drawn fwords elFulgent fiames anfe, 

Flafh o’er the plains, and lighten to the fkies. 
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The heavens afeove, the fields and floods bacieath. 
Glare formidably bnght> and toe with death. 

In fiery florms defeends a murderous Ihower, 

Thick flafh the hghtnmgs, fierce the thunders roar* 

As when jn wrathful mood Almighty Jove 
Aims his dire bolts red-hiiEng from above; 

Through the fing’d air, with anrefifled fway. 

The forky vengeance rends its flaming way. 

And, while the firmament with thunder roars. 

From their foundations hurls imperial towers. 

So rufii the glebes with many a fiery round. 

Tear up the rock, or rend the fledfafi mound 
Death {hakes aloft her dart, and o’er her prey 
Stalks with dire joy, and marks in blood her way 5 
Mountains of heroes flam deform the ground. 

The jftiape of man half bury’d m the wound 
And lo ' while in the fliock of war they clo&» 

While {words meet fwords, md foes encounter foes. 
The treacherous earth beneath foeir footfleps cleaves. 
Her entrails tremble, and her bofom heav^. 

Sudden in burfis of fire eruptiims nfe. 

And whirl “die torn battalions to the feies 

Thus earthquakes, rumbhng with a thandermg fornid. 
Shake the firm world, and rend the cleaving ground j 
Rocks, hills, and graves, are tofl: intotte 
And in one mighty rum nations die 

See^ through th’ encumber’d airthepstmderoushc^ 
Bears magaaanes of death within M wmib , 

N 2 The 
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The glowing orb difplays a blazing train. 

And darts bright horror through th* ethereal plain; 

* It mounts tempeftuous, and with hideous found 
Wheels down the heavens, and thundei s o’er the ground 
Th’ imprifon’d deaths rufh dreadful in a blaze. 

And mow a thoufand lives, a thoufand ways, 
f Earth floats with blood, while fpreading flames arife 
From palaces, and domes, and kindle half the fkies 

Thus terribly in air the comets roll. 

And fhoot malignant gleams from pole to pole, 
’Tween worlds and worlds they move, and from their hair 
Shake the blue plague, the peflilence, and war 

But who IS he, who Rem beflndes the plain. 

Who drives tnumphant o’er huge hills of flam. 

Serene, while engines from the hofti^e tower 
Ram from their brazen mouths an iron fhower , 

While turbid fiery fmoke obfcures the day. 

Hews through the deathfd breach his defperate way ? 
Sure Jove defcendingjoms the martial toil. 

Or IS i£ Marlborough, or the great Argyle ? 


Variations, 

* Ev’n the ftem fouls of heroes feel djfmay, 

Pioud temples nrd, afpirmg towers gj\e way* 
Dreadful it mounts, tempeftuous in its flight, 

It finks, Jt falls, earth groans beneath its weight 
Th impnfon’d deaths rulh out in fmoke and fire. 
The mighty bleed, heaps cruih’d on heaps expire 
f The barriers burfi, widC'-fpreading flames anfe* 


Thus 
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Thus, when the Grecians, furious to defiroy, 
LeveEd the ftrudures of imperial Troy, 

Here angry Neptune kuri’d his vengefu! mace, 

1 here Jove overturn’d it from its inmod bafe 
Though brave, yet vanqmiiiM, {he confefs’d the odds; 
Her fons were heroes, but they fought with Gods 

Ah ^ what new horrors nfe ? In deep array 
The fquadrons form ^ aloft the ftandards play * 

The captains draw the fword ’ on every brow 
Determin’d valour lowers ^ the trumpets blow ’ 

See ^ the brave Briton delves the cavem’d ground 
Through the hard entrails of the Rubbom mound ’ 
And, undifmay’d by death, the foe invades 
Through dreadful horrors of infemal fhades ’ 

In vain the wall’s broad bale deep-rooted lies. 

In vain an hundred turrets threat the ikies * 

Lo * while at cafe the bands immur’d repofe. 

Nor care^efs dieam of fubterranean foes. 

Like the Cadmsean hoR, embattled fwarms 
Start from the earth, and clalh their founding arms. 
And, pouring war and {laughter from beneath. 

Wrap towers, walls, men, m fire, in blood, m death 

So fome fam’d torrent dives within the caves 
Of opening earth, ingulph’d with ah his waves. 

High o’er the latent {beam the fhepberd feeds 
His wandenug flock, and tunes the fpnghtly reed 
Tih from fome nfted chafm the billows rife. 

And foaming burfl tumultuous to the ikies, 

N 3 Then 
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Then r-oamg dreadful o’er the delug’d plain^ 

Sweep herds and hinds in thunder to the main. 

Bear tne, ye friendly powers, to gentler fcenes^ 
*I'o ihady bowers, and never-fadhig greens * 

Where the Ihnll trumpet never founds alarms. 

Nor martial dm is heard, nor claih of arms , 

Hail, ye foft feats ' ye limpid fprings and floods ^ 

Ye flowery meads, ye vales, and woods ^ 

Ye hmpxd floods, that ever murmuring flow^ 

Ye verdant meads, where flowers eternal blow i 
Ye (hady vales, where zephyrs ever play^ 

Ye woods, where little warblers tune their lay * 

Here grant me, heaven, to end my peaceful days. 
And fleal myfelf from life by flow decays. 

Draw health from food the temperate garden yields, 
JRpom fruit, or herb, the bounty of the fields ; 

NIor let the loaded table groan beneath 
Slam animals, the hornd feaft of death 
With age unknown to pain or forrow blefl. 

To the dark grave retinng as to reft; 

While gently with one iigh this mortal frame 
Diflblving turns to afhes, whence it came. 

While my freed foul departs without a groan. 

And, joyful, wings her flight to worlds unknown. 

Ye gloomy grots * ye awful Iblemn cells. 

Where holy thoughtful Contemplation dwells, 

Gaaid me from fplendkl cares a%d tirefome ftate> 
That pompous mifery of being great * 

Krpp/ ’ if by the mk and team’d belov’d. 

But happieft above aU, if felf-approv’d ^ 


Content 
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Content with eafe , ambitions to <!eipife 
Illdlrioiis vanity, and glorious vice I 
Come, thou chafte maid, here ever let me firay, 

WMe the calm hours Heal unpermv'd away. 

Here court the Mufes, while the fun on high 
Flames in the vault of heaven, and fires the iky 
Or wble the mght^s dark wings this globe furround. 
And the pale moon begins her folemn round. 

Bid my free foul to Harry orbs repair, 

Thofe radiant worlds that Hoat m ambient air. 

And with a regular confufion Hray 
Oblique, dire£i:, along tb aerial way 
Or when Aurora, from her golden bowers. 

Exhales the fiagrance of the balmy lowers. 

Reclined in iilence on a moHy bed, 

Confult the learned volumes of the dead, 

Fal?n realms and empires in defcnption view. 

Live o’er paH times, and build whole worlds anew 
Or from the burftmg tombs in fancy raife 
The fons of fame, who liv’d in anaent days 
And lo ^ with haughty Halk the warrior treads ^ 

Stern legiilators frowning hft their heads ^ 

I fee proud vnHors in tnumphal cars. 

Chiefs, kmgs, and heroes, feam’d with gloiaonsfeiB! 

Or liHen till the raptur’d foul takes wings. 

While Plato reafims, or while Hosmer 

Charm me, ye facred leaves,* with lofber themes^ 
With opening heavies, and angels rob’d m flames • 

* The Holy Scriptures* 

N4 Tc 
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Ye reliefs pa^ions, while I read, be aw’d* 

Hail, ye myfterious oracles of God * 

Here I behold how infant time began, 

How the dull mov’d and quicken’d into man; 

Here through the flowery walks of Eden rove. 

Court the foft breeze, or range the Ipicy grove. 
There tread on hallow’d ground where angels trod, 
j^nd reverend patriarchs talk’d as friends with God ; 
Or hear the voice to flumbermg prophets given. 

Or gaze on vilions from the thione of heaven 

But nobler yet, far nobler fcenes advance * 

Wh / leap the mountains ^ why the forefls dance ? 
Wn / flaflies glory from the golden fpheres ? 

Rejoice, O earth, a God, a God appears ^ 

A God, a God, defcending angels flng. 

And mighty Seraphs fliout. Behold your King * 

Hail, virgm-born ^ Lift, lift, ye blind, your eyes ^ 
Smg, oh ^ ye dumb ’ and oh * ye dead, arife ^ 
Tremble, ye gates of hell * In noblefl: flrains 
Tell It aloud, ye heavens ^ the Saviour reigns ^ 

Thus lonely, thoughtful, may I run the race 
Of tranfient life, in no unufeful eafe * 

Enjoy each hour, nor, as it jpeets away. 

Think life too fhort, and yet too long the day. 

Of nght obfervant, while the foul attends 
Each duty, and makes heaven and angels friends 
And thou, fair Peace, from the wil^floods of war 
Come dove-hke, and thy blooming ohve bear , 


TeU 



ON THE SEAT OF WAR IN FLANDERS 

Tell me, ye vigors, what Grange charms ye find 
In conqueH, that deftrudion of mankind * 

Unenvy’d may your laurels ever grow. 

That never flounfli but m human woe> 

If never earth the wreath triumphal bears. 

Till drenched in heroes^ blood, or orphans’ tears. 

Let Ganges from afar to daughter tram 
IBs fable warriors on th’ embattled plain, 
L^Volga’s fons m iron fquadrons nfe, 

Atia pour in millions from her frozen feies 
Thou, gentle Thames, fiow thou in peaceful dreams. 
Bid thy bold fons rellram thdir martial flames 
In thy own laurel’s fhade, great Marlborough, day. 
There charm the thoughts of conquer’d worlds away: 
Guardian of England * born to fcourge her foes. 
Speak, and thy word gives half the world repofe; 

Sink down, ye hills, eternal rocks, fubfide; 

Vamfh, ye forts, thou, ocean, dram diy tide 
We fafety boaft, defended by thy fame. 

And arm es — in the terror of thy name ^ 

Now fix o’er Anna’s throne thy viffor blade 
War, be thou chain’d ^ ye dreams of blood, be day’d! 
Though wdd Ambition her jud vengeance feels. 

She wars to fave, and where fhe dnkes, Ihe heals* 

So Pallas with her javelm fmote the the ground. 

And peaceful olives ilounfh’d from the wound. 


To 
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To the Right Honourable 
CHARLES LORD CORNWALLIS, 

Baron of Eyre, Warden, Chief Jufece, and Ju&ce m 
Eyre of all His Majefty’s Foreils, Chafes, Parks, and 
Warrens, on the South Side of Trent 

... 1. — rot rSro 

OdylTey, Lib 15* 

O THOU whofe virtues fan£lify thy flate * 

O great, without the vices of the great * 

Form’d by a dignity of mind to pleafe, 

To think, to aft with elegance and eafe 
Say, wilt thou hflen while I tune the tong. 

And iing to thee, who gav’R me eafe to ling ? 

UnHoU’d in verfe, I haunt the lUent grove. 

Yet lowly Ihepherds fing to mighty Jove, 

And mighty Jove attends the Ihepherds’ vows. 

And graaous what his fuppliants alk bellows 
So by thy favour may the Mufe be crown’d. 

And plant her laurels in more fruitful ground. 

The grateful Mufe jQiall in return bellow 
Her Ipreading laurds to adorn thy brow 


Addition, 

* Firm to thy king, and to thy co^ ^ yy brave, 
JLoyal, yet free , a fubje^t, not imvt , 

Say, 


Thus 
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Thus, guarded by the tree of Jove, a flower 
Shoots from the earth, Bor fean th^ itidemeBt fliower; 
And, when the fury of the florm is feid. 

Repays with fweets the hofpitaMe fhade 

Severe their lot, who, when they long endure 
The wounds of fortune, late recdve a cure^ 

Like flups in ftorms o’er hqmd mountains toll. 

Ere they are fav’d mofl: almofl firft be lofl. 

But you with fpeed forbid diftrefs to gneve 
He gives by halves,* who hefltates to give 

Thus^ when an angel views mankind diflrefl. 

He feels compaflion pleading in his breaft, 

Inflant the heavenly guardian cleaves the ikies. 

And, pleas’d to fave, on wings of hghtmng flies f 


Additiok 

'f* Few know to alk, or deccotly receive, 

And fewer ftiU with dignity to give 
If earnM by ifatteiy, gifts of higheft price 
Are not a bounty, but the pay of vice 
Some wiWiy lavifli, yet no 5 

Nor are they generous, but abfard and vain. 

Some give with furly pride and bou^erous haiids^ 

As Jove pours nan in tbusdero'er the lands* 

When ment pleads, you meet it and embrace. 

And give the favour luftre by the graces 
So Phoebus to his warmth a ^ory yoins, 

BlelBng and while he bleSea 

* The Lord CeSrallis, m a obliging manner, zecniia^ 
mended the author to the re^iy of Psfliam* 

SmR 
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Some the vain promxfes of courts betray ^ 

And gayly ibraying, they are pleai>’d to ilray, 

The flattenng nothing ftill deludes their eyes. 
Seems ever near, yet ever diftant flies 
As peripedhves prefent the objedi: nigh. 

Though far remov’d from the mg eye, 
Againft our reafon fondly we believe, 

Afiift the fraud, and teach it to deceive 
As the faint traveller, when night im ades. 

Sees a falfe light reheve the ambient fliades. 

Pleas’d he beholds the bright deluflon play. 

But the falfe guide flnnes only to betiay 
Swift he purfues, yet fhll the path xmflakes. 

O’er dangerous marflies, or through thorny brakes. 
Yet obflinate m wrong he toils to flray. 

With many a weary flxide, o’er many a pamful way 
So man purfues the phantom of Ins brain. 

And buys his difappointment wath lus pain 
At length when years mvidioufly deflroy 
The power to tafle the long-expefted joy. 

Then fortune envious flieds her/jJoJdS^fcfliowers* 
Mahgniy fnules, and curfes him4|p(^|fres. 

Thus o’er the urns of friends depWad weep 
The mournful kmdred, and fond vigils keep , 
Ambroflal ointments o^er their afties ftied. 

And fcatter ufelefs rofes on the dead. 

And when no more avail the world’s dgbglits. 

The ijpicy odours, and the folemn nt^p 


Witi 
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With fruitlefs pomp they deck the fenfelefs tombs. 
And wafte profufely floods of vain perfumes 


THE ROSE-BUD 

To the Right Honomable the Lady J a n B 
Wharton 

O USEN of fiagrance, lovely Rofe, 

The beauties of thy leaves difclofe * 

The winter ’s paft^ the tempers fly, 

Soft gales breathe gently through the fky ; 

The lark fweet warbhng on the wing 
Salutes the gay return of fprmg 
The filver dews, the vernal fhowers. 

Call forth a bloomy wafte of flowers, 

The joydbs fields, the fhady woods. 

Are cloath’d with green, or fwell with buds 
Then hafte thy beauties to difclofe. 

Queen of fragrance, lovely Rofe* 

Thou, beauteous flower, a welcome gueft, 

Shalt flourifti on the fair-one’^s breaft, 

Shalt grace her hand, or deck her hair. 

The flower moft fwast, the nymph moft feir 
Breathe foft, lAw mds * be calm, ye fb.es ^ 

Arfle, ye flow^ race, anfe ^ 

m 
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And hafe thy beauties to difclofe. 

Queen of fragrance, lovely Rofe i 

But thou, fair nymph, thyfelf furvey 
In this fweet offsprmg of a day 
That miracle of face muit fail. 

Thy charms are Iweet, but charms are frail 
Swift as the fliort-hv’d flower they fly. 

At morn they bloom, at evemng die. 

Though flcknefs yet a while forbears. 

Yet time deflroys what flcknefs Ipares* 

Now Helen hves alone m fame. 

And Cleopatra but a name 
Time muft mdent that heavenly brow. 

And thou mufi: be, what they are now. 

This moral to the fair difclofe. 

Queen of fragrance, lovely Rofe. 

BELINDA AT THE BATH 

W HILE m thefe foimtams bnght Belinda laves, 
She adds new virtues to the heahng waves 
Thus in Bethefda’s pool an angel flood. 

Bad the foft waters heal, and bleft the flood. 

But from her eye fuch bnght deftru&on flies. 

In vain they flow ^ for her, die lover dies 

No more let Tagus boaft, whofdl^ds unfold 
A flumng ti^afiire of all-con<iu^nng gold* 

Ne 
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No more the * Po * whofe wandermg waters ftraf. 

In mazy errors, through the flarry way 
Henceforth thefe fprmgs fupenor honours fliare; 

There Venus laves, bat my Bdmda here. 

THE coy 

AN ODE. 

L ove is a noble nch repaii. 

But feldom fliould the lover taite ; 

When the kind lair no more retrains. 

The glutton lurfeits, and difdaxns 

To move the nymph, he tears bellows. 

He vamly fighs, he falfely vows 
The tears deceive, the vows betray , 

He conquers, and contemns the prey 

Thus Ammon’s fon with fierce dehght 
Smil’d at the terrors of the fight. 

The thoughts of conqueil: charm’d his eyes. 

He conquer’d, and he wept the pnze 

Love, hke a prolpeft, with dehght 
Sweetly deceives the difiant figb. 

Where the iit*€ travelhsrs fervey. 

O’er hanging rocks, a dangerous way, 

# « — Brwlan^ cerncs m parte locatuaa co?li ” 

TeM xnAiiMfw 

Gurgite fubterfwt Ghuili. 

Ye 
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Ye fair that would vidionous prove^ 

Seem but half kind, when moft you love . 
Damon purfues, if Caelia flies , 

But when her love is born, his dies 

Had Danae the young, the fair. 

Been free and unconfin’d as air. 

Free from the guards and brazen tower. 
She ’d ne’er been worth a golden fliower 


To the Honourable 

MRS ELIZABETH TOWNSHEND, 
Afterwards Lady Cornwallis, 

ON HER PICTURE, AT RAINHAM. 

1^, ■ ■ yvmum 

EiJos r Odyfley, Lib l8* 

A h ^ cruel hand, that could fuch power employ 
To teach the pidur’d beauty to deiiroy * 

Smgly file charm’d before, but by his Ikill 
The living beauty and her likenefs kill ’ 

Thus when nr parts the broken mirrours fall, 

A face in all is feen, and charms in all ^ 

Think then, O fairefl of the fairer race. 

What fatal beauties arm thy heavenly face, 

Whofe very ihadow can fuch flameUnfpire, 

We fee ’m p^t, and yet we feel ’tis fire. 

See^ 
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See’ with falfe life the lovely image glows. 

And every wondrous grace tranlplanted ftiows. 
Fatally fair the new creation reigns. 

Charms in her lhape, and multiplies our pams 
Hence the fond youth, that eafe by abfence found. 
Views the dear form, and bleeds at every wound. 
Thus the bright Venus, though to heaven flie foar*d. 
Reign’d in her image, by the world ador’d 

Oh ’ wondrous power of mingled light and fhades * 
Where beauty with dumb eloquence perfuades. 

Where paflions are beheld in picture wrought. 

And animated colours look a thought 
Rare art ’ on whofe command all nature waits ’ 

It copies all Omnipotence creates 

Here crowned with mountains earth expanded lies. 

There the proud feas with all their billows rife 

If life be drawn, relponfive to the thought 

The breathing figures hve throughout the draught. 

The mimic bird in Ibes fitShtious moves. 

Or fancy’d beafts iif imitated groves ^ 

Ev’n heaven it climbs, and from the forming hands 
An angel here, and there a *Townlhend fiands 

Yet, panuier, yet, though art with nature ftnvey 
Though ev’n the lo'vdy phantom fem ahve. 

Submit thy vanquilh’d art ’ and own the drmght. 
Though fair, defe£i:ive, and a beauteous feuit 

* Now I*ady Comwalhi* ^ 

VoL XLIV O Cham«, 
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Charms, fuch as hers, inimitably great. 

He only can exprefs, that can create 
Couldfl: thou extrad the whitenefs of the fnow. 

Or of Its colours rob the heavenly bow. 

Yet would her beauty tnumph o’er thy Ibll, 

Lovely in dice, herfelf more lovely flill ’ 

Thus in the limpid fountam we defcry 
The faint refemblance of the ghttenng Iky, 

Another fun difplays his lelTen’d beams. 

Another heaven adorns tii’ enhghten’d Ibeams 
But though the fcene be fair, yet high above 
Th^ exalted fkies m nobler beauties move. 

There the true heaven’s eternal lamps dilplay 
A deluge of inimitable day 

TO MR POPE, 

ON HIS WORKS 1726, 

L E T vulgar fouls tnumphal arches raife. 

And fpeaking marble, to record their praife; 

Or carve with fruitlefs toil, to fame unknown. 

The mimic feature on the breathing Ifone, 

Mere mortals, fubjed to death’s total fway. 

Reptiles of earth, and bemgs of a day ’ 

^Tis thine, on every heart to grave thy praife, 

A monument which worth alone can raife. 

Sure to furvive, when time fhall whelm in dull 
The arch, the marble, and the mimic bull. 

Nor till die volumes of th’ expanded Iky 
Blaze in rnie flame, flialt Thou and Homer die; 

When 
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"Wlien fink together m the world’s lafl: fires 
What heaven created, and what heaven inipires* 

If aught on earth, when once this breath is fled. 
With human tranijport touch the mighty dead, 
Shakefpeare, rejoice * his hand thy page refines. 

Now every fcene with native bnghtnefs flimes, 

Jafl to thy fame, he gives thy genuine thought. 

So Tully pubhfti’d what Lucretius wrote; 

Prun’d by his care, thy laurels loftier grow. 

And bloom afrefli on thy immortal brow 

Thus when thy draughts, O Raphael, tune invades. 
And the bold figure from the canvafs fades, 

A rival hand recalls from every part 
Some latent grace, and equals art with art, 
Tranfported we furvey the dubious llrife. 

While the fair image fiarts again to life 

How long untun’d had Homer’s facred lyre 
Jarr’d grating difcord, all extindl his fire* 

This you beheld, and, taught by heaven to fing, 
Call’d the bad mufic from the founding firing 
Now wak’d from flumbers of three thoufand years. 
Once more Achilles in dread pomp appear*?. 

Towers o’er the field of death, as fierce he turns, 

Keen fiafh his arms, and all the hero bums. 

His plume nods homble, his helm on high 
With cheeks of iron glares againfi the &y , 

With martial fialk, and more than n^rtal might. 

He Andes along, he meets the God in fight, 

O a Then 
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Then the pale Titans, chained on burning floras. 

Start at the dm that rends th’ infernal fliores. 

Tremble the toweis of heaven, earth rocks her coaflj. 
And gloomy Pluto fhakes with all his ghofts 
To every theme relponds thy various lay , 

Here pours a torrent, there meanders play 
Sonorous as the florm thy numbers life, 

Tofs the wild waves, and thunder in the ikies. 

Or fofter than a yielding virgin's iigh. 

The gentle breezes breathe away, and die 
How twangs the bow, when with a j airing ipnng 
The whizzing arrows vanxfli from the firing ^ 

When giants flram, feme rock's vafl weight to fliove. 
The flow v-erfe heaves, and the clogg’d words fcarce move , 
But when from high it lolls, with many a bound. 
Jumping It thundering whirls, and ruflies to the ground* 
Swift flows the verfe, when winged hghtnmgs fly. 

Dart from the dazzled view, and flaih along the iky 
Thus, like the radiant God who fheds the day. 

The vale you paint, or gfld the azure way. 

And, while with every* theme the verfe complies. 

Sink without grovelmg, without rafhn^fs, rife 

Proceed, great bard, awake th' harmomous ftring. 
Be ours all Homer, ihli UlyiTes flng ^ 

Ev'n I, the meanefl of the Mufes' tram. 

Inflam’d by thee, attempt a nobler ftram; 

Adventrous waken the ^Mseoman lyre, 

Tuntd'byToiar hand, and fing as you infpire 

* The author tranflated eight books of the Odyfley 

So 
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So, arm’d by great AcMes for the fight, 

Patroclus conquer’d in Achilles’ might 

Like theirs our friendlhip ^ and I boafi: my name 

To thme umted, for thy friendlhip’s fame. 

How long Ulyffes, by unikilfal hands 
Script of his robes, a beggar trod our lands. 

Such as he wander’d o’er Ins native coafi. 

Shrunk by the ^wai d, and all the hero lofi, 

O’ei Ins fmooth Ikin a baik of wnnUes fpread. 
Old-age difgrac’d the honours of ks head, 

Noi longei in his heavy eye-ball jfhm’d 
The glance divine foitVbeaming firom tne mind 
But you, like Pallas, every limb infold 
With royal robes, and bid him Ikne in gold. 

Touch’d by your hand, hts manly frame improves. 
With air divine, and lilce a God he moves 

Tks labour pall, of heavenly fubjedls ling, 

Wkle hovering angels liften on the wing. 

To hear from earth fuch heart-felt raptures rife. 

As, when they ling, lulpended hold the Ikies 
Or, nobly riling in fair virtue’s caufe. 

From thy own life tranfenbe th’ unemng laws. 

Teach a bad world beneath her fway to bend. 

To verfe like thine fierce favages attend. 

And men more fierce ^ When Orpheus tunes the lay, 
Ev’n fiends relenting hear their rage away 

* See the i6th Od^tTvy, ver j86, md 476# 

O 3 Part 
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Part of the TENTH BOOK of the ILIADS of 
HOMER 

In the Style of M itx o u 

N OW high advanc’d the night, o’er all the hofi 
Sleep fhed his fofteft balm, reliefs alone 
Atndes lay, and cares revolv’d on cares 

when with riling vengeance gloomy Jove 
Pours down a watery deluge, or in ftorms 
Of hail or fnow commands the goary jaws 
Of war to roar, through all the kmdling Mes, 

With ikimng wings on lightnings lightnmgs play: 

So while Atndes meditates the war. 

Sighs after fighs burfl from his manly breaffc, 

And ihake his inmoll foul round o^er the fields 
To Troy he turns his eyes, and round beholds 
A thoufand fires blaze dreadful, through his ears 
Pafies the direful fymphony of war. 

Of fife, or ppe, and the loud hum of hofts 
Strikes him difinay’d Now o’^er the Grecian tents 
His eyes he rolls; now from his royal head 
Rends the feir curl m facnfice to Jove, 

And his brave heart heaves with impenal woes 

Thus groans the thoughtful king, at length refolves 
To feek the Pyhan lage, m wife debate 
To npen hgh defigns, and from the fword 
Preferve his banded legions Pale and fad 
Uprofe the iiKmarch infiant o’er his breafl 
robe he and his royal feet 


Ghtter’d 
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Glitter’d th’ embroider’d fandals o’er ks back 
A dreadful ornament, a lion’s fpoils. 

With hideous grace down to his ankles hung , 

Fierce in his hand he gralp’d a ghttenng ipear 

With equal care was Menelaus tofs’d 
Sleep from his temples Hed> Ins generous heart 
Felt all his people’s woes, v^ho in his caufe 
Stem’d the proud mam, and nobly ftood m arms 
Confronting death A leopard’s Ipotted fpoils 
Ternfic clad his limbs, a brazen helm 
Beam’d on his head, and m his hand a fpear 
Forth from his tent the royal Spartan ftrode 
To wake the king of men, him wak’d he found 
Clalpmg his pohlh’d arms , with nfing joy 
The heroes meet, the Spartan thus begun • 

Why thus in arms, my prince > Send’^ thou fome Ipy 
To view the Trojan hoft^ Alas ’ I fear 
Left the moft dauntleft ions of glorious war 
Shnnk at the bold defign^ This tafk demands 
A foul refolv^d, to pafs the gloom of night. 

And ’midft her legions fearch the powers of Troy* 

O pnnce, he cries, in this difaftrous hour 
Greece all our counfel claims, now, now demands 
Our deepeft cares J the power omnipotent 
Frowns on our arms, but fmiles with alpe^ mild 
On Heflor’s incenfe Heavens * what km of feme, 
Renown’d in ftory, e’er fuch deeds atchiev’d 
In a whole life, as in one glormns day 
This favcunte of the ikies ^ and yet a maa^ 

O4 
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A mortal * bom to die ^ but fuch his deeds 
As future Greaans iball repeat with tears 
To children yet unborn — But hafte, repair 
To Ajax and Idomeneus we wake 
Ourfelf the Pylian fage, to keep the guards 
On duty, be his care, for o’er the guards 
His Ton prehdes nodurnal, and in arms 
His great compeer, Menones the bold 

But fay, rejoins the prince, thefe orders borne. 
There lhall I Hay, or, meafurmg back the Ihores, 

To tnee return ? No more return, replies 

The king of hoHs, leH treading diiFerent ways 
We meet no more, for through the camp the ways 
Lie intricate and vanous but aloud 
Wake every Greek to martial fame and arms , 
Teach them to emulate their godlike fires. 

And thou awhile forget thy royal birth. 

And fhare a foldierk cares the proudeft king 
Is but exalted duH, and when great Jove 
CaU’d us to life, and gave us royal power. 

He gave a fad prehemitience of woest 

He fpoke, .ai^ to the tent of NeHor turns 
His Hep majeHic on ins couch he found 
The hoary warnor, all around him lay 
His amis, the Hiield, the ipea^'s, the radiant helm. 
And fcarf of various dye with thele array’d. 

The reverend father to the Held of fame 
Led his bold files, for, with a brave difdain. 

Old as he mst he fwn’d the cafe, of age. 


Sudden 
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Sadden the monarch and half uprais’d. 

Thus to the king aloud. What art thou, fay ? 

Why in the camp alone ? while others fleep. 

Why wanderefl: thou obfcure the midnight hours? 
Seek’ft thou fome centinel, or abfent fnend ? 

Speak indant^ — Silent to advance, is death* 

O pnde of Gieece, the plaintive king returns. 

Here m thy tent thou Agamemnon vnew’ft, 

A prince, the mofl unhappy of mankind. 

Woes I endure, which none but kings can feel. 

Which ne’er will ceafe until forgot in death 
Fenlive I wander through the damp of night. 

Through the cold damp of night, diftrefs’d * alone * 
And fleep is grown a flxanger to my eyes 
The weight oi all the war, the load of woes 
That prelfes every Greek, united falls 

On me the cares of all the hofl: are mine * 

Gnef difcompofes, and diflradts my thoughts. 

My reftlefe panting heart, as if it ftrove 
To force its pnfon, beats agamfl my fides * 

My ftrength is fail’d, and even my feet refufe 
To bear fo great a load jof wretchednefs * 

But if thy wakeful cares (for o^er thy head 
Wakeful the hours glide on) have aught matur’d 
Ufeful, the thought unfold but rife, my frigid, 

Vifit with me the watches of the night j 
Lefl: tir’d they fleep, while Troy with all her war 
Hangs o’er our tents, and now, perhaps ev’n now 
Arms her proud bands Arife, my friend, arife i 

To 
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To whom the Pylian Thmk not, mighty king, 
Jove ratifie$ vam Hedor’s haughty views , 

A fudden, fad reverfe of mighty woes 
Waits that audacious vidor, when in arms 
Dreadful Achilles Ihines But now thy fleps 
Neftor attends Be it our care to wake 
Sage Ithacus, and Diomed the brave, 

Meges the bold, and in the race renowned 
Oilcan Ajax To the Ihips that guard 
Outmoft the camp, fome other fpeed his way 
To raife ilem Ajax and the Cretan king 
But love, nor reverence to the mighty name 
Of Merelaus, nor thy wrath, O king. 

Shall Hop my free rebuke Sleep is a cnme 
When Agamemnon wakes , on him it hes 
To lhare thy martial toils, to court the peers 
To ad the men. this hour claims all our cares. 

Relerve, rejoins the king, for future hours 
Thy generous anger Seems the royal youth 
Remifs ? ’tis not through indolence of foul. 

But deference to our power, for our ctomands 
He waits, and follows whe» we lead the way. 

This night difdaimng reft, his fteps he bent 
To our pavilion now th* ilhiftnous peers. 

Raised at hi^) call, a chofen fynod Hand 
Before the gates hafte, Neftor, hafte away 

To whom the fage well pleased In fuch brave hands 
No Greek will envy power with loyal joy 
Subjeds obey, when men of worth command 


He 
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He added not, but o’er his manly breall: 

Flung a nch robe beneath his royal feet 
The ghttenng fandals fhone • a foft, large veif. 

Florid with purple wool, his aged limbs 
Graceful adorn’d tipt with a itar of brals 
A ponderous lance he grafp’d, and fbrode away 
To wake fage Ithacus Alpud his voice 
He rais’d his voice was heard, and from his tent 
Infant Ulydes fprutig; and why, he cry’d. 

Why thus abroad in the chill hours of night? 

What new diiSrefs invades Forgive my cares, 
Reply’d the hoary fage, for Greece I wake, 

Greece and her dangers bring me to thy tent* 

But hafle, oar wakeful peers m counoi meet. 

This, this one night deterimnes flight or war. 

Swift at the word he feiz’d his ample fhield. 

And ilrode along, and now they bend their way 
To wake the brave Tydides him they found 
Stretch’d on the earth, array’d in fhming arms. 

And round, his brave compaas^ons of the war* 

Their fhields fuftam’d their heads «red th^ §>ears 
Shot through th’ illumin’d air a ftreaming ray. 

Keen as Jove’s lightning wmg’d athwart the fkies. 

Thus flept the chief bwieath him on the ground 
A fovage bull’s black hade was idl’d. Ins head 
A fplendid carpet bore The Numbering kmg 
The Pylian gently with thefe words awakes. 

Rife, fon of Tydeus* ill, a vitofe mght’s reft 
Smts with the brave i and ileep’ft thou, while proud Troy 

Hangs 
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Hangs o’er our tents, and from yon joining hill 
Prepares her war ? Awake, my fnend, awake * 

Sudden the chief awoke, and mildly gave 
This foft reply Oh * cruel to thy age. 

Thou good old man * ne’er wilt thou, wilt thou ceafe 
To burthen age with cares ? Has Gieece no youths 
To wake the peers ? unweaiy’d man, to bear 
At once the double load of toils, and yeais ^ 

’Tis true, he cry’d, my fubjefts and my fons 
Might eafe a lire, and King but reft ’s a crime 
When on the edge of fate our countiy Hands 
Ere yet a few hours more have i un their courfe. 
Important fpace ^ Greece triumphs, or Greece falls ^ 
But, iince an old man’s caie thy pity moves, 

Hafle, generous youth, with Ipeed to council call 
Meges the brave, and in the race lenown’d 
Oilean Ajax — Strait the chief obey’d. 

Strait o’er his ihouiders flung the fliaggy fpoils 
Of a huge tawny lion, with dire giace 
Down to his feet they hung fierce in his hand 
He grafp’d a ghttenng fpear, and join’d the guards^ 
Wakeful m arms they Ste, a faithful band. 

As watchful dogs proteft the fl^cy tram. 

When the fteinlion, furious his prey, 

Ruflies through crafhing wooAs, and on the fold 
Spnngsfromfome mountain’s brow> while mmgled cries 
Of men and hounds alarm, to every found 
Faithful ttey turn, fo through the gloom of night 
They call vipw, aitd caught^ach noife of Troy^ 

Now 
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Now met th' iltiiftiioua fynod, down they fate, 
Down on a fpot of ^loiind unftam'd with blood 
Where /engeful Hedor from the ilaugliter Hay’d 
His m ictciod arm, when the dark veil of mght 
SabL 1 the pole To whom thus NeHor fpoke. 

Lives thsie a of fi^e fo nobly brave. 

That Troy-vv^ai d dares to trace the dangerous way. 

To fuze fome Hngg’’ foe? or learn what Troy 
Now meditates ? to pour the flood of war 
Fierce on our fleet, or back within her wails 
Lc^d her proud legions ? Oh * what fame would crown 
The lero thus tnumphrnt, prais’d o’er earth 
Above the fons of men * And what rewards 
Should he receive ^ From every grateful peer 
A * b‘e ewe, and lamb, of highefl: worth 
Mwircn'’* , to a brave, heroic h^art 
The nobiefl: prize ' and at the foaal feaft 
Amongfl the great, be his the feat of fame 

Abafh’d they fate, and ev’n the brave knew fear^ 
Not fo Tydides unappall’d he rofe. 

And nobly fpokt * My foul ^ Oh > reverend fage. 

Fires at tie bold defign, through yon b'ack boll 
Venturous I bend my way, but, if fais aid 
Some warnor lend, my courage might anfe 
To nobler heights the wile by mt^ual aid 
Inflrudl the wife, and brave men fire the brave 

Fierce at the word upflmied frum the ground 
The Hern Ajaces, fierce bold Menon rofe. 

And Thrafymedes, fons of war nor fate 

Tlie 
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The royal Spartan, nor great Nejftor^s heir. 

Nor greater Ithacus , his manly heart 

Swell’d at the view of fame Elate with joy 

Atndes faw, and oh ’ thou belt of fnends. 

Brave Diomed, he ones, of all the peers 
Chufe thou the vahanteft when merit pleads. 
Titles no deference claim, Bigh birth and Hate 
To valour yield, and worth is more than power 

Thus, feanng for his brother, fpoke the king. 
Not long ’ for Diomed difpels his fears 

Since free my choice, can I forget a fnend. 

The man, for wifdom’s various arts renowned ; 
The man, whofe dauutlefs foal no toils difmay, 
UlylTes, lov’d by Pallas ? through his aid. 

Though thoufand fires oppofe, a thoufand fires 
43ppofe in vam, his wifdom points the way. 

Nor praife, nor blame, the hero flrait replies. 
You Ipeak to Greeks, and they UlylTes know 
But haHe , fwift roll the hours of mght, the mom 
Already haftens to difplay her beams. 

And m the vault of heaven the Hars decay 

Swift at the word they &eathe their manly hmbs 
Horrid in arms a two-edg’d Iword and fhield 
Neftor’s bold fon to ftem Tydides gave, 

A tough bull’s hide his ample helmet form’d. 

No cone adorn’d it, and no plumy creft 
Wav’d m the air a quiver and a bow. 

And a huge faidchKai, great Ulyffes bears. 


The 
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The gift of Merion on his head an helm 
Of leather nodded^ firm within, and bound 
With many a thong, without, in dreadful rows 
The fnowy tuiks of a huge favage boar 
Grinn’d horrible Thus arm^d, away they ftalk 
Undaunted o’er their heads the martial maid 
Sends on the right an her^n, the ambient gloom 
Conceals him from the view, but loud in air 
They hear the clangor of his founding wings 
Joyful the prolperous fign UlyiTes hail*d. 

And thus to Pallas OiSFsprmg of dread Jove, 

Who hurls the burning bolts ^ O guardian power, 
Prefent in all my toils, who view*ft my way 
Wherever I move, now thy coeleihal aid> 

Now, goddefs, lend ’ may deeds this night adorn. 
Deeds that all Troy may weep, may we return 
In fafety by thy guidance, heavenly maid ^ 

Tydides caught the word , and oh * he cries, 
Virgm arimpotent, now grant thy aid. 

As to my fire * He by the gulphy flood 
Of deep JEfopus left th^ embattled bands 
Of Greece in arms, and to imperial Thebes 
Bore terms of peace, but as from haughty Thebes 
Alone he joumeyM, deeds, hermc deeds. 

His arm atchiev’d, ibr Tydeus was thy care 
Thus guard his ofFspnng, Oh* fiem queen of arms; 
So fiiall an heifer on thy altars bleed. 

Young and untam’d, to thee her blood I pour. 

And pomt her lunar horns with burmfh’d gold 


Thus 
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Thus. pray the clnefs, and Pallas hears their prayer. 
Then, like two kons thiough the ihades of night, 
Dauntlefs they flnde along, and hold their way 
Through blood, and mangled limbs, o’er arms and 
death 

* Nor pafs they far, e’er the fagacious eye 
Of Ithacus difcerns a diftant foe 
Coafhng from Troy, and thus to Diomed 

f 

See ^ o’er the plam fome Trojan bends this way. 
Perhaps to Ipoil the flam ^ or to our hofi 
Comes he a fpy ? Beyond us o’er the field 
’Tis befi: he pafs, then fudden from behind 
Rufh we precipitant but if in flight 
His achve feet prevail, thy fpeai employ 
To force him on our lines, left hid in fliades, 

Tiirough the dufk air he re-efcape to Troy 

Then couching to the ground, ambufh’d they lay 
Behind a hill of flam onward the fpy 
IncefTant mov’d he pafs’d, and now arofe 
The fierce purfuers Dolon heard the found 
Of tiamplmg feet, and pantmg, liflemng Rood, 

Now reach’d the chiefs within a javelm’s tlirow. 

Stem foes of Dolon ^ fwift along the fhores 
He wing’d his flight, and fwift along the fhores 
They M purfued as when two flolful hounds-i 
Oiace o*er the lawn the hare or bounding roe. 

Still from the fheltermg brake the game they turn. 
Stretch every nerve, and bear upon the prey ^ 


* V* 339 
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So ran the chiefs, and from the hoH: of Troy 
Turn'd the fwift foe now nigh the fleet they flew. 
Now almofl: nungled with the guards, when lo^ 

The martial goddefs breath'd heroic flames 
Fierce on Tydides* foul the hero fear'd 
Left fome bold Greek fhould interpofe a wound. 
And ravifti half the glones of the mght 
Furious he ihook his lance, and. Stand, he cry'd. 
Stand, or thou dy'ft then ftemly from his arm 
Launch'd the wild Ijpear, wilful the javehn err’d. 
But, whizzmg o'er his Ihoulder, deep in earth 
Stood qmvermg, and he quaking flapp'd aghaft; 
His teeth all chatter'd, and his Hack knees knock'd. 
He feem'd the bloodlefs unage of pale fear 
Pantmg the fpy they feize, who thus with tears 
Abjed intreats* Spare me, oh^ fpare, he cries. 

My hoary Are your mercy lhall repay. 

Soon as he hears I draw the vital air, 

Witih ample wealth, with fteel, with brafs, with gold 

To whom IUyfles artfully Be bold 
Far hence the thought of death* but mftant fey 
Why thus alone in the fhll hours of night 
While every eye is clos'd? to fpod the flam 
Corn'll thou rapacious ? or fome nightly fpy 
By He^or fent? or has thy venturous mind 
Impell'd thee to explore our martial bands ? 

By Hedor fent, and by rewards undone. 

Returns the fpy, (ftill as he fpoke he fliook) 

VoL XLIV. P 


Icome 
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I come unwilling the refulgent car 
He promis’d, and immortal fleeds that bear 
To fight, the great Achilles thus betray’d. 

Through the dun fliades of mght I bend my way 
Unprofperous, to explore the tented hofl: 

Of adverfe Greece, and learn if now they Hand 
Wakeful on guard, or vanquifii’d by our arms 
Precipitant defert the fliores of Troy. 

To whom wadi finiles of fcorn the fage returns * 

Bold were thy arms, O youth ^ But thofe proud fleeds, 
Refiive, difdain the ufe of vulgar hands. 

Scarce ev’n the goddefs-bom, when the loud din 
Of battle roars, fubdues them to the rein 
Relu£J:ant But this mght where Hefi:or fleeps 
Faithful difclofe Where hand the warrior’s fteeds? 
Where he his arms and implements of war? 

What guards are kept nodurnal ? Say, what Troy 
Now meditates ? to pour the tide of fight 
Fierce on our fleet, or back withm her walls 

Transfer the war ^ To thefe demands, he cries. 

Faithful my tongue ihall fpeak The peers of Troy 
Hedlor m council meets round IIus’ tomb 
Apart from noife they {band no guards furround 
The fpacious hofi: where through the gloom yon fires 
Blaze frequent, Trojans wake to guard their Troy, 
Secure th’ auxdmrs fleep, m tender cares 
Of wife or fon difturb their calm repole. 

Safe lleep dieir wives and tfons •on foreign Ihores. 


But 
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But fay, apart encamp th’ auxihar bands, 

Replies the fage, or jom the powers of Troy B 

Along the fea-beat Ihores, returns the jfpy. 

The Leleges and Carians ilretch their files. 

Near thefe the Caucons, and Pelafgian tram. 

And Pqeons, dreadful with the battle-bow. 

Extended he , on the Thymbrcean plant 
The Lycians and the Myiians m array 
Spread their deep ranks There the Maeonian bands. 
And Phrygians, range the iery iieeds of war. 

But why this nice enquiry > If your way 
Venturous you bend to fearch the hoJ^ of Troy^ 
There m yon outmoft Imes, a recent aid. 

The Thracians he, by Rhefus led, whofe Iieeds 
Outfhine the fnow, outfly the winged winds 
With glittermg lilver plates, and radiant gold 
His chariot flames, gold forms his dazzhng arms. 
Arms that may grace a God * — ^But to your tents 
Unhappy me convey, or bound with chains, 

Eaft bound with cruel chains, fad on the flxores 
Here leave me captive, till you fafe return, 

And witnefs to the truth my tongue unfolds. 

To whom flern-frowning Dioqaed rephes. 

Though every fyllable be ftamp^d wrth truth, 

Dolon, thou dy^fl: would’ft thou once more return 
Darkling a fpy, or wage, a nobler foe. 

New war on Greece Traytor, thou dy’ft, nor more 
New war tjiou wagefl, nor retnrn*JI a ^y. 

Pa He 
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He {poke ternfic and as Dolon rais’d 
Suppliant his humble hands, the trenchant blade 
Sheer through his neck defcends, the furious blow 
Cleaves the tough nerves in twain , down drops the 
head. 

And mutters umntelhgible founds 

Strait they defpoil the dead the wolf’s grey hide 

They feize, the helm, the fpear, and batde-bow • 

Thefe, as they dropp’d with gore, on high in air 

Ulyfies rais’d, and to the Martial Maid 

Thus lowly confecrates Stem power of war. 

Virgin armipotent^ receive thefe arms. 

Propitious to my vows, thee, goddefs, thee 
Chiefly I call Bired our prolperous way 
To pierce the Thracian tents, to feize the fieeds 
Of Rhefus, and the c;ar that flames with gold. 

Then fierce o’er broken arms, diro%h flreams of 
blood 

They move along now reach the Thracian bands 
AH hufli’d in fleep profound, their flumng arms 
Rang’d in three ranks along the plain, aro^d 
Illumm’d the dun air Chariot and horfe 
By every Thracian flood Rhefus their king 
Slept in the center of the circkng bands. 

And his proud ftecds were rem’d behmd his car. 

With joy iKyfles through the gloom defcry’d 
The fleeiang king, and lo * he cries, the fleeds, 

Lo LDiomed, the chief of Thrace, this mght 
Defcrib’d by Now, oh ♦ now, thy flrength 

Baundefii 
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Dauntlefs exert ^ loofe thou the fimous fteeds. 

Or while the fteeds I loole, with llaughtermg hands 
Invade the foldiery He ipoke, and now 
The Queen of Arms inflam’d Tydides’ foul 
With all her martial fires his reekmg blade 
On every fide dealt fate, low, hollow groans 
Murmur’d around, blood o’er the crunfon field 
Well’d from the flam As m his nightly haunts 
The furly lion rulhes on the fold 
Of flieep, or goat, and rends th’ unguarded prey; 

So he the Thracian bands Twelve by his fword 
Lay breathlefs on the ground behind km flood 
Sage Ithacus, and, as the warrior flew. 

Swift he remov’d the flam, left the fierce fleeds. 

Not yet mur’d to blood, fliodd trembhng flart. 
Impatient of the dead Now o’er the king 
He whirls his wrathful blade, now funous gores 
IBs heavmg chefl he wak’d not, but a dream 
By Pallas fent, rofe m ks anxious thoughts, 

A vifionary warrior frownmg flood 
Baft by ks head, and ks aenal fword 
Plung’d through ks labounng breafl Mean while the 
fleeds 

The fage unbinds, and inflant with his bow 
Drives through the fleepmg ranks s Thei to ks feoKi 
Gave fignals of retreat; but nobler deeds 
He meditates, to drag the radiant car. 

Or lift It through the threeflild ranks, i^-bom 
High on ks Ihoulders, or widi flau^iter flam 
Th’ enfangum’d field; when, the MartM Msdtli . 

P 3 Dow 
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Down rufhes from the Battlements of heaven^ 

And fndden cnes. Return, brave ckef, return. 

Left from tbe Ikies fome guardian power of Trof 
Wrathful defcend, and rouze the hoftile Banda 

Thus Ipeaks the Wamor Queen the heavenly voice 
Tydides owns, and mounts the fiery fteeds, 

Obfervant of the high command, the bow 
Sage Ithacus apply’d, and tow’rd the tents 
Scourg’d the proud fteeds> the fteeds fiew o’er the plain* 

A PASTORAL, 

To a Young Lady, upon her leavmg, and return to, 
the Country 

Damon 

S AY, while each fcene fo beautiful appears. 

Why heaves thy bofom, and why Sow thy tears ^ 
See ^ from the clouds the iprmg defcends m ftiowers. 
The painted valhes laugh with rifing fiowers 
Smooth flow the floods, foft breathe the vernal airs , 
The fpnng, flowers, floods, confprre to charm our cares. 

^ L o R u s. 

But vam the pkafure whtrfi the feaftm yields. 

The laughing valhes, or the pamted fields. 

No more, ye floods, in filver mazes flow , 

Smile not, ye flowers, no more, foft breezes, blow 
Far, Damon, far from th^ unhappy groves. 

The cr^l, lovdf Bofalmda 


Damon. 
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Damon* 

Ah ^ now I know why late the opening buds 
Clos’d up their gems, and ficken’d in the woods. 
Why droop’d the My m her fnowy pnde , 

And why the rofe withdrew her fweets, and dy’d 
For thee, fair Rofahnd, the openmg buds 
Clos’d up their gems, and iicken’d m the woods , 
For thee the My fhed her fnowy pnde , 

For thee the rofe withdrew her fweets, and dy’d 

F,n o R XT s 

See ^ where yon vine m foft embraces weaves 
Her wanton ringlets with the myrtle’s leaves. 
There tun’d fweet Philomel her fpnghtly lay. 

Both to the riling and the falling day 
But iince fair Rolalind forfook the plains. 

Sweet Philomel no more renews her ftrams; 

With forrow dumb, Ihe difregards her lay. 

Nor greets the rifing nor the fallmg day^ 

Damon. 

Say, O ye winds, that range the diftant ffcies. 

Now fweh’d to tempers by my nfmg %lis. 

Say, while my Ro^nd delerts thefe flimes. 

How Damon whom ks foul adbres. 

Pl^OR XTS 

Ye murmunng fountains, and ye wandering ioods. 
That vifit various lands thitmgh various roads, 

P4 
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Say^ when ye find where Rofahnd rcfides. 

Say, how my tears mcreafe your fwelhng tides, 

Damon 

Tell me, I charge you, O ye fylvan fwams I 
Who range the mazy grove, or flowery plams, 

Befide what fountain, m what breezy bower. 

Reclines my charmer m the noon-tide hour* 

Fn 0 R u s 

Soft, I adjure you, by the ikipping fawns. 

By ihe fleet roes, that bound along the lawns. 

Soft tread, ye virgin daughters of the grove. 

Nor with your dances wake my fleepmg lovet 

Damon 

Return, O virgm * and if proud difdam 
Arm thy fierce foul, return, enjoy my pam; 

If pleasM thou view’ft a faithful lover’s cares. 

Thick rife, ye fighs , m floods defcend, ye tears * 

F L o R u s 

Return, O virgm * while m verdant meads 
By ipnngs we :l|)ort, of dream on flowery beds ; 

She weary wanders through tlie defert way. 

The food of wolves, or hungry lions’ prey. 

Damon 

Ah* fhidd her, heaven* your rage, ye beafts, forbear* 
Thofe are not hmbs for lavages to tear * 


Adieu, 
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Adieu, ye meads * with her through wilds I go 
O’er burning lands, or everlafhag fnow; 

With her I wander through the delert way. 

The food of wolves, or hungry hons’ prey. 

F L o R tr s. 

Come, Rofahttid, before the wmtery clouds 
Frown o’er th’ aenal vault, and rolh m Hoods; 

Ere raging ftorms howl o’er the fro 25 en plains; ~ 

Thy charms may fulFer by the Horms or rams. 

D A MO 27 

Come, Rofelmd, O come, then m^t Sowers 
Shall bloom and Ihule, and &rm their charms by yoarsi 
By you, the hly lhall her white compofe. 

Your blufh fliall add new blufhes to the role ; 

Each Howery mead, and every tree lhall bod. 

And fuller honours death the youthful wood* 

Florits 

Yet, ah ^ forbear to urge thy homeward way. 

While fultry funs infell the glowing day. 

The fultry funs thy beauties may impair*— * 
Yethafteawayl for thou art now too fair. 

D A MO IT 

Hark * from yon bower what airs Ibfi-warbled play! 

My foul takes wmg to meet th’ enchanting lay 
Silence, ye nightmgales * attend the voice * 

While thus It warUes, all your fimgs are nmfe# 


F n o R ir a# 
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F 1 o a u s 

See ’ from the bower a form majelhc mores, 

A.nd fmootldy gliding fhmes along the groves. 
Say, comes a goddefs from the golden fpheres ^ 
ft. goddefs comes, or Rolahnd appears ^ 

Damon 

Shine forth, thou fiin, bnght ruler of the day? 
ft^nd where Ihe treads, ye flowers, adorn the way ^ 
Elejoice, ye groves, my heart, difmifs thy cares ^ 
My Goddefs comes, my Rofahnd appears * 


POVERTY AND POETRY 

^-^"T^WAS fung of old how one Amphion 
X Cotild by his verfes tame a hon. 

And, by his ffarange enchanting tunes. 

Make bears or wolves dance ngadoons 
His fongs could call the timber down. 

And form it into houfe or town. 

But It IS plain that m thefe times 
No houfe IS rais’d by poets’ rhymes , 

They for themfelves can only lear 
A few wild cafHes m the air, 

!poor are the brethren of the bays, 

Down from high Arams, to ekes and ayes. 

The Mufes too are virgins yet. 

And may be— tiH they portions get# 


Yet 
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Yet Ihll the doating rhymer dreams. 

And fings of Helicon’s bright ftreams. 

But Helicon, for all his clatter. 

Yields only umnfpinng water. 

Yet ev’n athirfl he fweetly fings 
Of Ne£br, and Elyfian Ipnngs 

What dire malignant planet Iheds, 

Ye bards, his influence on your heads ^ 

Lawyers, by endlefs contrdverfies, 

Confume unthinking clients’ purfes. 

As Pharoah’s kme, which firange and odd is. 
Devour’d the plump and well-fed bodies. 

The grave phyfician, who by phyfic. 

Like death, dilpatches him that is fick, 

Purfues a fare and thriving trade , 

Though patient’s die, the doctor ’s paid^ 

Licens’d to kill, he gains a palace. 

For what another mounts the galtow& 

In fliady groves the Mules firay. 

And love m flowery meads to play. 

An idle crew ’ whofe only trade is 
To fliine m tnfles, like our ladies. 

In drefling, dancing* toying, finging. 

While wifer Pallas thnves by ^nnrng z 
Thus they gam nothing to tequeath 
Their votaries, but a laurd wreath 

But love rewards the bard * the fer 
Attend ks fong, and eafe his care: 

Alas! 
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Alas * fond youth, your plea you urge ill 
Without a jointure, though a Virgil 
Could you like Phosbus fing, m vaiu 
You nobly fwell the lofty ftrain. 

Coy Daphne flies, and you will find as 
Hard hearts as hers m your Belindas 

But then fome fay you purchafe fame. 

And gam that envy’d pnze, a name. 

Great recompence ’ like his who fells 
A diamond, for beads and bells 
Will fame be thought fufficient bail 
To keep the poet from the jail ? 

Thus the brave foldier, m the wars. 

Gets empty praife, and akmg fears; 

Is paid with fame and wooden legs ; 

And fiarv’d, the glonous vagrant begs 

TO A LADY 
PLAYING WITH A SNAKE. 

I T is a pleafing, direful fight * 

At once you charm us, and affright ^ 

So heaven deftroymg angels arms 
With terror, dreadful m their charms ’ 

Such, fuch was Cleopatra’s air. 

Lovely, but formidably fair. 

When the griev’d world impoverifii’d loll. 

By the dire afp, its noblefl boafl: 


Aw’d 
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Aw’d by your guardian’s dangerous power. 

At difiance trembling we adore. 

At diftance, once again behold 
A ferpent guard the blooming gold 

Well pleas’d, and harmlefs, lo^ he lies. 

Balks m the funfhine of your eyes. 

Now twifts his fpires, and now unfurls 
The gay confufion of his curls 

Oh ^ happy on your breail to fie. 

As that bnght *fiar that gilds the fky. 

Who ceafing in the fpheres to flune. 

Would, for your breall, his heaven rcfiga 

Yet, oh * fair virgin, caution take, 

Leit fome bold cheat aiTume the lhake 
When Jove compreft the fGreaan dame. 

Aloof he threw the hghtning’s flame. 

On radiant fpires the lover rode. 

And in the fiiake conceal’d the God, 

TO A LADY OF THIRTY, 

N O more let youth its beauty boafi, 

S B at Thirty reigns atoafi. 

And, like the fun as he dedmes. 

More mildly, but more hmdy teies, 

* T&e Scorpion 

f Olympias, mother of Alem^er the Cie«ti 

11 © 
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The hand of Time alone dilarms 
Her face of its foperfluous charms; 

But adds, for every grace refign'd, 

A thoufand to adorn her mind 

Youth was her too mflanxmg tune; 

This, her more habitaMe clime 
How mufl: fhe then each heart engage. 

Who blooms like youth, is wife hke age ^ 

Thus the rich orange-trees produce 
At once both ornament, and ufe 
Here opening bloflbms we behold. 

There fragrant orbs of ripen’d gold* 

ON THE BIRTH-DAY 
Of MR TRBFUSIS, 

mnihG THRBE ¥£Alta MAaCH 22, X 7 XO-II* 

A wake, fweetbabe* the fun’s emerging ray. 
That gave you birth, renews the happy day ^ 
Calmly ferene, and glorious to the view. 

He marches forth, and ffcrives to look Uke you. 


Variations 

"WHy, lovely baije, does fl umber fe^l your eyes? 

See, fair Aurora blu&es m the ikies ^ 

Tht fun, which gave you hirth, in bright array 
Begins his courfe, and ufbers in the day* 

.Calmly ferene, and glorioija to the view. 

He marches forth, and iitives to look like you 

Fair 
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Fair beauty^s bad^ when time lhall ftretdi thy fpan. 
Confirm thy charms, and ripen thee to man^ 

What plenteous fruits thy blofibms fliall produce. 

And yield not barren ornament, but ufe * 

Ev’n now thy fpnng a rich mcreafe prepares 
To crown thy riper growth, and manly years 

Thus in the kernel’s intricate difguife. 

In imiuature a httle orchard hes. 

The fibrous labyrinths by juft degrees 
Stretch their fwoln cells, replete with future trees; 


Fair Jbesuty’s bud ^ when time fliail liretch thy fp in. 
Confirm thy charms, and ripen thee to man, 

How fiiall each fwain, each beauteous nymph complain. 
For love each nymph, for envy every fwam * 

What matchlefs charms firall thy M noon adom. 

When fo admir d, fo glorious, is thy mom I 
So glorious IS thy morn of life begun. 

That all to thee with admiration run. 

Turn Perfians, and adore the nfing Soji» 

So fair thou art, that if great Cupid be 
A child, as poets fay, fure thou art he. 

Fair Venus would mifiake thee for her own, 

0id not thy eyes proclaim thee not her foij# 

There all the lightnings of thy mother’s fiune. 

Their radiant gloiy and their fweetnefs join. 

To flicw their fatal power, and afl their tharm^ in thme. 
If fond NarciiTus m the cryfiaJ ftood, 

A form like thine, O lovely la&nt, view’d. 

Well might the Same the pmmg yoftth dfitoy , 

Excefa of beauty juftified tio huy# 
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^By time evoIvM, the fpreading branches nfe. 

Yield their rich fruits, and Ihoot into the flues* 

O lovely babe, what luftre fhall adorn 
Thy noon of beauty, when fo bright thy morn^ 

Shme forth advancing with a brighter ray. 

And may no vice overcloud thy future day * 

With nobler aims inllru£t thy foul to glow. 

Than thofe gay trifles, titles, wealth, and fliow 
May valour, wifdom, learning, crown thy days ^ 
Thofe fools admire — thefe heaven and angels praife^* 

With riches blefl:, to heaven thofe riches lend. 

The poor man^s guardian, and the good man’s friend 
Bid virtuous forrow fmile, fcom’d merit chear. 

And o’er afihdion pour the generous tear. 


Adsitxok* 

* To brace the mmd to dignity of thought. 

To emulate what godlike Tully wrote, 

Be thjs thy early wilh^ The garden breeds. 

If unimprov d, at leaft hut gaudy weeds 
And stubborn youth, by culture unfubdued, 

Lies wildly barren, or but gayly rude 
Yet, as feme Phidias gives the marble life. 

While Art with Nature holds a dubious ftnfe. 

Adorns a rock with graces not its own. 

And calls a Venus from the rugged fione. 

So culture aids the human foul to nfe, 

To fcorn the fordid earth, and mount the /kies, 

TiH by degrees the noble gueft refines. 

Claims her high l^lthright, and divinely /bines* * 

Some, 
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Some, wildly liberal, fquander, not bellow. 

And give unprais’d, becaufe they give for ihow 
To fandlify thy wealth, on worth employ 
Thy gold, and to a bleiSng turn the toy 
Thus olFeimgs from th^ unjufl pollute the ILies, 

The good, turn linoke into a facnfice 

As when an artift plans a favourite draught. 

The llruftuies rife relponlive to the thought, 

A palace grows beneath his forming hands. 

Or worthy of a God a temple Hands 
Such IS thy nHng frame ^ by heaven deiign^d 
A temple, worthy of a godlike mind. 

Nobly adorn’d, and fimih’d to dilplay 
A fuller beam of heaven’s ethereal ray 

May all thy charms mcreafe, O lovely boy* 

Spare them, ye pains, and age alone deHroy * 

So fair thou art, that if great Cupid be 
A clnld, the God might boaft to look hke thee * 

When young lulus’ form he deign’d to wear. 

Such were his fmiles, and fuch his winning air 
Ev’n Venus might miHake thee for her own. 

Did not thy eyes proclaim thee not her Ion, 

Thence all the lightning of thy mother’s Hies, 

A Cupid, grac’d with Cyther<fia’s eyes * 

Yet ah * how fhort a date the powers decree 
To that bright frame of beauties, mi to thee* 

Pafs a few days, and all thofe beauties Hyl 
Pafs a fei;^ years, and thou, ^a$ * fhalt die * 

Then all thy kmdred, all thy fnends fhall fee 
With tears, what now thou art, and they muft be; 

Von XLIV. CL A pale 
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A pale, cold, lifelefs lump of earth deplore * 

Such fhalt thou be, and kings fliall be no more ^ 

But oh ^ when, npe for death, fate calls thee hence. 
Sure lot of every mortal excellence * 

When, pregnant as the womb, the teeming earth 
Refigns thee quicken’d to thy fecond birth. 

Rife, cloath’d with beauties that lhall never die ^ 

A faint on earth * an angel in the iky * 

TO A GENTLEMAN OF SEVENTY, 
WHO MARRIED A LADY OF SIXTEEN 

W HAT woes muft fuch unequal union bring. 

When hoary Winter weds the youthful Spring * 
You, like Mezentius,* in the nuptial bed. 

Once more unite the living to the dead 

THE FORTY-THIRD CHAPTER OF 
ECCLESIASTICUS 
A PARAPHRASE 

T he fun, that rolls his beamy orb on high,. 

Pride of the world, and glory of the iky, 
Illuftnous in his courfe, in bnght array 
Marches along the heavens, and fcatters day 
O’er earth, and o’er the main, and through th’ ethe- 
real way 

* ** The living aa4 the dead, at his command, 

** Were coupled face to face, and hand to hand ” 

Vijgil, Mn* mu 

He 
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He in the mom renews hxs radiant round. 

And warms the fragrant bofom of the ground; 

But ere the noon of day, in fiery gleams 
He darts the glory of his blazing beams; 

Beneath the burnings of his fultry ray. 

Earth to her centre pierc’d admits the day. 

Huge vales expand, where nvers roll’d before. 

And lefien’d feas contrafl witlun their Ihorc. 

O * Power fupreme ^ O ^ high above all height * 
Thou gav’fi: the fun to flime, and thou art light 
Whether he fails or rifes in faes. 

He by thy voice is taught to fall or nfe. 

Swiftly he mo^es, refulgent in his iphere. 

And meafures out the day, the month, and jear. 

He drives the hours along with flower pace. 

The minutes ru^ away impetuous m their lace 
He wakes the floi/ers that ileep within the earth. 

And calls the fragrant infants out to birth, 

The fragrant infants paint th’ enamel’d vales. 

And native inc^fe loads the balmy gales. 

The balmy gales the fragrancy convey 
To heaven, and to their God an ofienng pay. 

By thy command the moon, as 4^y4ight fades. 

Lifts her broad circle in the deepemng flmdes. 

Array’d in glory, and enthrouM in light. 

She breaks the folemn terrors of the night; 

Sweetly inconfiant m her varying flame. 

She changes All, another, yet tte fame * 

0^3 Now 
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Now in decreafe by flow degrees ihe flirouds 
Her fading luftre in a vefl of clouds , 

Now at increafe, her gathering beams dilplay 
A blaze of hght, and give a paler day. 

Ten thoufand iiars adorn her glittenng train. 

Fall when flie falls, and nle with her again , 

And o’er the deferts of the iky unfold 
Their burning fpangles of fidereal gold 
Through the wide heavens fixe moves ferenely bright. 
Queen of the gay attendants of tlie night. 

Orb above orb in fweet confuflon hes. 

And with a bnght diforder pamts the Ikies 

The Lord of Nature fram’d the fliowery bow. 
Turn’d its gay arch, and bade its colours glow 
Its radiant circle compares the Ikies, 

And fvveetly the rich tmdares faint, and rile ; 

It bids the horrors of the florm to ceafe. 

Adorns the clouds, and makes the tempefl pleale 

He, when deep-rolling clouds blot out the day. 

And diunderous ftorms a folemn gloom diiplay. 

Pours down a* watery deluge jfrom on high. 

And opens all the fluices of the fky 

High o’er the fhores the ruihing furge prevails, 

Burfls o’er the plain, and roars along the vales, 
Daflnng abruptly, dreadful down it comes, 

Tumblmg through rocks, and toifes, whirls and foams 
Mean time, from every region of the Iky, 

Red burning bolts in forky vengeance fly. 


Dreadfully 
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Dreadfully bright o^er feas and earth they gkre> 

And buifts of thunder rend th’ encumber’d air. 

At once the thunders of th’ Almighty found. 

Heaven lours, defcend the floods, and rocks the ground. 

He gives the furious whirlwind wings to fly. 

To rend the earth, and wheel along the Iky , 

In ending eddies whirl’d, it roars aloud. 

Drives wave on wave, and dalhes cloud on cloud. 
Where’er it moves, it lays whole forefls low. 

And at the blafl:, eternal mountains bow. 

While, tearing up the fands, in dnfts they nfe. 

And half the deferts mount the burthen’d Ikies 

He from aerial treafures downward pours 
Sheets of unfully’d fnow m lucid Ihowers , 

Flake aftei flake, through air thick-waveiing flies. 

Till one vail fluning wafte all nature lies 
Then the proud hills a virgin wlntenefs Ihed, 

A dazzling brightnefs glitters from the mead. 

The hoary trees refled: a fllver fliow. 

And groves beneath the lovely burden bow. 

He from loofe vapours with an icy chain 
Binds the round hail, and moulds the harden’d ram* 

The ftony tempefl:, with a ruflung found. 

Beats the firm glebe, refultmg from the ground; 

Swiftly It falls, and as it frils invades 
The riling herb, or breaks the fpreadmg blades 
While infant flowers that rais’d their bloomy heads, 
Crulh’d by its fury, fink into their beds. 

Qj 
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When ftormy Winter from the frozen North 
Borne on his icy chariot liTues forth. 

The biafted groves their verdant pride refign. 
And billows hardened into cryllal Ihme 
Sharp blows the rigour of the piercing wmds. 
And the proud floods as with a bread-plate binds • 
Ev’n the proud feas forget in tides to roll 
Beneath the freezings of the Northern pole , 
There waves on waves in fohd mountains nfc. 
And Alps of xce mvade the wondering ikies , 
While gulphs below, and flippery vallies he. 

And With a dreadful bnghtnefs pain the eye 
But if warm winds a warmer air reiiore. 

And fofter breezes bring a genial fliower. 

The gemal fliower revives the cheerful plain. 

And the huge hills flow down into the main» 

When the feas rage, and loud the ocean roars. 
When foaming billows laflx the founding ihores , 
If he in thunder bid the waves fubiide. 

The waves obedient fink upon the tide, 

A fudden peace controls die limpid deep. 

And the Ml waters in foft iilence fleep 
Then heaven lets down a golden-flreaming ray. 
And all the broad expanfion flames with day 
In the clear ^afs the mariners defcry 
A fun inverted, and a downward fky 

They who adventurous plough the watery way. 
The dreadful wonders of the deep furvey, 


Famihar 
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Familiar with the liorms, their fails unbind. 

Tempt the roagh blaft, and bound before the wind. 
Now high they mount, now Ihoot into a vale. 

Now fmooth their courfe, and feud before the gale. 
There rolling mongers, arm’d m fcaly pnde. 

Flounce in the billows, and dalh round the tide. 
There huge Leviathan unwieldy moves. 

And through the waves, a hving ifiand, roves. 

In dreadful padime terribly he fports. 

And the vaft ocean fcarce his weight fupports; 
Where’ei he turns, the hoary deeps dmde. 

He breathes a tempeft, and he Ipouts a tide 

Thus, Lord, the wonders of earth, fea, and air. 

Thy boundless wifdom and thy power declare. 

Thou high in gloiy, and in might ferene, 

See’ii and mov’fl ail, thyfelf unmov’d, rnifeen 
Should men and angels join in fongs to raife 
A grateful tribute equal to thy praife. 

Yet far thy glory would their praife outihine. 

Though men and angels in the fong Ihould join , 

For though this earth with fkiil divine is wrought, 
Abo\e the guefs of man, or angel’s thought. 

Yet in the fpacious regions of the Ikies 
New feenes unfold, and worlds on worlds anfe. 

There other orbs, round other funs ad^ce. 

Float on the air, and run tjieif myfec dance , 

And yet the power of thy Almighty hand 
Can build another world from every fmid 
And though vain mart arraign tiy tegh decree. 

Still this is juft * w%at IS, that ou^t to be. 

CU 
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THE CONCLUSION OF AN EPILOGUE 

To Mr Southern’s laft Play, called Money the Mistress, 

T here was a time> when in his younger years. 
Our author’s fcenes commanded fmiles or tears ; 
And though beneath the weight of days he bends. 

Yet, like the fun, he ihines as he defcends 
Then with applaufe, in honour to his age, 

Difmifs your veteran foldier *oiF the ftage, 

Crown his lafl: exit with difbngmfh’d praife. 

And kindly hide his f baldnefs with the bays^ 

THE PARTING, 

A SONG, 

Set by Dr To dwat, ProfelTor of Mufic in Cambridge, 

W HEN from the plains Belmda fled. 

The fad Aramtor flgh’d. 

And thus, wlule flreams of tears he flied. 

The mournful fliepherd cry’d 

" Move flow, ye hours ^ thou, time, delay * 

Prolong the bnght Belinda’s flay 
But you, like her, my prayer deny, 

And cruelly away ye fly 

♦ Prom the ftage* 

f AHudrng to a vote of the Roman fcnate, by which they 
decreed Caefar a crowa of laurel to cover his baldaefl. 
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Yet thougK file flies, fhe leaves behind 
Her lovely image in my mind 
" O * fair Belinda, with me flay. 

Or take thy image too away * 

** See * how the fields are gay around. 

How painted flowers adorn the ground ^ 

As if the fields, as weU as i, 

« Were proud to pleafe my fair-one’s eye 

But now, ye fields, no more be gay; 

No more, ye flowers, your charms dilplay * 

’Tis defert all, now you are fled. 

And paradife is where you tread ** 

Unmov’d the virgm flies his cares. 

To ftime at court and play 
To lonely lhades the youth repairs. 

To weep his hfe away. 

ON A FLOWER 

WHICH BELINDA GAVE ME FROM HER BOSOM. 

O * lovely offspring of the May, 

Whence flow thy balmy odoni^ fay I 
Such odours — ^not the onent boafls ^ 

Though Paradife adorn’d the coafls^ 

O ^ fweeter than each flower that blooms. 

This fragrance from thy bofom comes ^ 

Thence, thence fuch fweets are ^read abroad. 

As might be incenfe for a God * 

When 
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When Venus Hood conceaPd from view. 

Her fon, the latent *Goddefs knew. 

Such fweets breat M round * and thus we know 
Our other Venus here below 

But fee ’ my faireH, fee this iiovver. 

This fhort-iiv’d beauty of an hour^ — 

Such are thy charms * — yet Zephyrs bring 
The Eower to bloom again in fpnng 
But beauty, when it once declmes. 

No more to warm the lover fhmes 
Alas ^ incelTant Ipeeds the day. 

When thou fhalt be but common clay! 

When I, who now adore, may fee. 

And ev^n with horror Ikrt from Thee * 

But ere, fweet gift, thy grace confomes. 

Show thou my fair-one how file blooms * 

Put forth thy charms — and then declare 
Thyfeiflefs fweet, thyfelr Ief> fair* 

Then fudden, by a fv\ift decay. 

Let ail thy beauties fade a»vay. 

And let her in thy glafs defcry. 

How youth, and how frail be^ty die* 

Ah ^ turn, my charmer, turn thy eyes ^ 

See * how at once it fades, it dies * 

Ambrofis^^ue comae divmum vertice odoiem 
Spiravere* Virg 


While 
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While thine — ^it gaily pleas’d the view. 
Unfaded, as before it grew * 

Now, from thy bofom doom’d to ffaray, 

’Tis only beauteous in decay 
So the fweet-fmelhng Indian flowers. 

Griev’d when they leave thofe happier fliores> 
Sicken, and die away in ours. 

So flowers, in Eden fond to blow. 

In Paradife would only grow* 

Nor wonder, faxrefl, to furvey 
The flower fo fuddenly decays 
Too cold thy breaft’ ^oi can it grow 
Between fuch little hills of fnow 

I now, vain infidel, no more 
Deride th’ ^Egyptians, who adore 
The nfing herb, and blooming flower. 

Now, now their convert I will be, 

O lovely flower^ to woilhip thee 

But if thou ’rt one of their fad tram 
Who dy’d for love, and cold difdam. 

Who, chang’d by feme kind pitymg power, 
A f lover once, art now a flower, 

0 pity me, O weep my care, 

A thoufand, thoufand pains I bear, 

1 love, I die through deep defpair* 


Va-riation. 
# . ■i.i. — Jiow could It grow. 
$ce Ovid’s Metamoiph 
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THE STORY OF TALUS, 

From the Fouith Book of Apollonius Rhoduis V 1629. 

^ (/.mSv, »y» ^ 

Av^t^j &C 

T he evening-llar now lifts, as day-light fades. 

His golden circlet m the deepening fhades ; 
Stretch’d at his eafe, the weary labourer Ihares 
A fweet fbrgetfulnefs of human cares. 

At once in lilence link tlie fleeping gales , 

The mafl *they drop, and furl the flagging fails , 

All night, all day, they ply the bending oara 
Tow’rd Carpathus, and reach the rocky fhores ^ 

Thence Crete they view, emerging from the mam. 

The queen of ifles, but Crete they view in vam. 

There Talus, whirhng with refifflefs fway 
Rocks Iheer uprent, repels them frtm the bay 
A giant, fprung from giant-^ce, who took 
Their births from entrails of the flubborn oak , 

Fierce guard of Crete * by Jove aiiillant given 
To f legiflators, ftyl’d the fons of heaven 
To mercy deaf, he thrice each year explores 
The trembling ifle, and Ifrides from fhores to fhores 
A form of hvmg brafs * one part beneath 
Alone he bears, a path to let in death. 

Where o’er the ankle fwells the turgid vein. 

Soft to the ftroke, and fenfible of pain* 

* Argonauts 

f Minos and Rhadamanthus* 


And 
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And now her magic fpeils * Medea tnes. 

Bids the red fiends, the dogs of Orcas nfe. 

That, fiartmg dreadful from th* infernal lhade. 

Ride heaven in fiorms, and ail that breathes, invade; 
Thrice ftie applies the power of magic prayer, 
Thnce, hellward bending, mutters charms m air. 
Then, turning toward the foe, bids imfchief fiy. 

And looks deftrmfhon as file pomts her eye* 

Then fpedlres, nfing from Tartarean bowers. 

Howl lound in a r, or grin along the fhores, 

Wlule, f tearing up whole hills, the giant throws. 
Outrageous, rocks on rocks, to crufli the foes * 

But, frantic as he Andes, a hidden wound 

BurAs the hfe-vem, and blood o’erfpreads the ground . 

As from the furnace, in a burning Sood, 

Pours molten lead, fo pours in Areams his blood. 

And now he Aaggers, as the fpint flies. 

He faints, he finks, he tumbles, and he dies 
As fome huge cedar on a mountain's brow. 

Pierc'd by the Aeel, expefls the final blow, 

A while It totters with alternate fway, 

Till frelhening breezes through the branches play. 
Then, tumbhng downward with a thundering found. 
Falls headlong, and o'erlpreads a breadth of ground 
So, as the giant falls, the ocean roars, 

Out-Aretch'd he lies, and covers half the ihcres 

♦ V i6<>S, t Yt 1679 
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From the ELEVENTH BOOK of the ILIADS of 
HOMER 

In the Style of M i l t o ir 

N OW gay Aurora from Tithonus’ bed 

Rofe m the orient, to proclaim the day 
To Gods and men down to the Grecian tents 
Saturnian Jove fends Difcord, red with blood. 

War in her hand Ihe grafps, enfigns of war , 

On brave Ulyffes^ Ihip Ihe took her Hand, 

The centre of the holt, that all might hear 
Her dreadful voice her dreadful voice Ihe raised; 
Jarring along the ratthng Ihores it ran 
To the fleet’s md^ eictremes Achilles heard, 

'And Ajax heard the found with martiaJ fii^s 
Now every bofom burns , arms, glorious arms. 

Fierce they demand, the nscfole Orthian fong 
Swells every heart, m coward thoughts of flight 
Rife in their fouls, but blood they breathe and war. 

Now by the * trench profound, the chanoteers 
Range their proud fleeds, now car by car dilplays 
A direful front, now o’er the trembling field 
Ruihes th’ embattled foot^ m^e rends the ikies, 

Noife unextingmlh’d ere the beamy day 
Flam’d in th’ aerial vault, ftretch’d m the vaa 
Stood the bold infantry the ruflnng cars 
Form’d the deep rear in battailous array. 


* V.4S. 


Now 



HOMER’S ILIAD, BOOK XL 

Now from his heavens Jove hurls his burning bolts; 
Hoarfe muttering thunders grumble in the fky ; 
While from the clouds, inftead of mormng-dews. 
Huge drops of blood diftam the crimfon ground. 
Fatal prefage * that m that dreadful day 
The great Ihouid bleed, impenal heads he low ! 

Mean time the bands of Troy m proud array 
Stand to their arras, and from a nfing ground 
Breathe fiinoas war. Here gatherrag hofta attend 
The towering Hedor there refulgent bands 
Surround Polydamas, uEneas there 
Marfbals his dauntlefs files, nor unemployed 
Stand Polybus, Agenor great in arms. 

And Acamas, whole frame the Gods endow’d 
With more than mortal charms* fierce m the van 
Stem Hedor fhmes, and fhakes his Hazing fhield* 

As the fierce dog-fiar with raahgnant fires 
Flames in the front of heaven, dien, lofi in clouds. 
Veils his perraaows beams , from rank to rank 
So Hedor ilrode; now dreadful m the van 
Advanced his fiin-hroad flneU, ^ 

Swift rafhing dilappear’d His rachaat anas 
Blaz’d on his limbs, and Hight as Jove’s dire bolts 
Fkfh’d o’er the fidd, and lighten’d to tie fees# 

As toding m fume %adous field. 

Rang’d in two bands, move aircrfe, rank on rank 
Where o’er the tilth the grmi m ears of goH 
Waves nodding to the breeze, at once they bead. 

At once the copious harvefi: fwells the ground. 

So ruih to batft o’er the dreadful field. 

tm 
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Hoft agamfb hoft, they meet, they clofe, and ranks 
Tumble on ranks , no thoughts appear of flight. 
None of difmay dubious in even fcales 
The battle hangs, not fiercer, ravenous wolves 
Dilpute the prey, the deathful fcene with joy 
Difcord, dire parent of tremendous woes. 

Surveys exultant of th* immortal train 
I>ifcord alone defcends, aflifts alone 
The horrors of the field, in peace the Gods 
Kgh in Olympian bowers on radiant thrones 
Lament the works of man, but loud complaints 
From every God arofe, Jove favour’d Troy, 

At partial Jove they murmur’d he unmov’d 
All heaven m murmurs heard, apart he fate 
Enthron’d m glory down to earth he turn’d 
His ftedfafl: eye, and from his throne furvey’d 
The rifing towers of Troy, the tented Ihores, 

The blaze of arms, theilayer and the flam 

While, with his morning wheels, the God of day 
Climb’d up the fteep of heaven, with equal rage 
In murderous ftorms the ftiafts from hoft to hoft 
Flew adverfe, and m equal numbers fell 
Prdmifcuous Greek and Trojan, till the hour 
When the tir’d woodman in the lhady vale 
Spreads his penurious meal, when high the fun 
Flames in the zenith, and his finewy arms 
Scarce wield the ponderous ax, while hunger keen 
Admonifhes, and nature fpent with toil 
Craves due repaft — Then Greece the ranks of Troy 
With homd inroad gear’d fierce from tlie van 


Sprung 
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Sprung the ftern * king of men, and breathing death 
Where, in firm battle, Trojans band by band 
Embody^d flood, puffued his dreadful way. 

His hofi his ftep attends now glows the war ; 

Horfe treads on horfe, and man, encountering man. 
Swells the dire field with death the plunging Heeds 
Beat the firm glebes, thick dull m rifing clouds 
Darkens the iky Indignant o*er the plain 
Atndes Halks, death every Hep attends 
As when, in feme huge forefl, fudden flames 
Rage dreadful, when rough winds affifl the blaze. 

From tree to tree the fiery torrent rolls. 

And the vaH forell finks with all its gloves 
Beneath the burning deluge, fo whole hofts 
Yield to Atndes’ arm car agamft car 
Rufh’d ratting o’er the field, and through die ranks 
Unguided broke, while breathlefs on the ground 
Lay the pale charioteers, in death deform’d. 

To their chafle bndes fad fpeftades of woe. 

Now only grateful to the fowls of air 
Mean time, the care of Jove, great Hedor Hood 
Secure in feenes of death, in Horms of darts. 

In flaughter and alarms, in duH and blood 
Still Agamemnon rulhing o’er the field 
Leads his bold hands* whole koHs before him fiy; 

Now Hus’ tomb they pafs, now urge their way 
Clofe by the fig-tree fliade widi fhouts the kmg 

* Agamemaon, v 14s* 
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Par&es liie foe dull aad Hood, 

Blood nux^d with dufl:, diilains ks murderous hands. 

As when a hon in the gloom of naght 
Invades an herd of beeves, o^er all the plains 
Trembling they fcafcter, funous on the prey 
The generous favage &es, and with fierce joy 
Seizes the laft, ks hungry foaming jaws 
Chum the bjack blood, and rend the panting prey. 
Thus fled the foe, Atndes thus purfued. 

And fhll the kndmoft flew they from their cars 
Fell headlong, for ks javdin, wild for blood. 

Rag’d ternfaly and now proud Troy had fall’n. 

But the dread Sire of men and Gods defcends 
Temfic from ks heavens, ks vengeful hand 
Ten thoufand thunders gralps on Ida’s heights 
He takes ks fiand, it fhakes with all its gpves 
Beneath the God, the Godfufpends the war 


TO MRS ELIZ M T, 

i 

ON HER PICTURE. 1716 

Wondrous art, that grace to &adows gives * 
By whofe command the kvely phantom lives ^ 
Smiles with her fimles ’ the mimic eye inflills 
A real frame ' the fancy’d lightning kills • 

Thus mirrors catch the love-infpinng face. 

And the new charmer grace mwm for grace. 


Honce 
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Hence fhall thy beauties, when no more appeam 
Their fair poiTeffor, flume a tkorfand years. 

By age uninjur’d, future times adorn. 

And warm the hearts of millions yet unborn. 

Who, gazing on the portrait with a f^h. 

Shall gneve fuch perfed charms could ever die 
How would they grieve, if to fuch beauties join’d 
The paint could (how the wonders of thy mind ^ 

O virgin ’ bom th’ admiring world to grace! 
Tranfeiit thy excellence to kte£ days. 

Yield to thy lover’s vows ^ and then fliall rife 
A race of beauties conquering widi thme eyes j 
Who, reigmng in thy channs, fiom death iiali &ire 
That lovely form, and tnumj^ o’er the grave 
Thus, when through age the role-tree’s charms decay, 
When all her fadmg beauties die away; 

A blooming offspring fills the parent’s place 
With equal fragrance, and wi^ equal grace 
But ah ^ how fliort a date on earth is given 
To the mofi lovely workmanfliip of iieavenl 
Too foon that cheek muff every charm refign, 

And thofe love-darting eyes forget to fhiae * 

While ^thoufands weeping round, with fighs fervey 

What once was only hews^sms dajL 

Ev’n from the fcai t^r tesge 

And thou re-pmlh m thy pMii’d fedet 

Then may this verie to finmns tow 

One perfed beauty-~-fuch as tot 

May It the graces of ihy foil 

Till this world finks, and hm iiemfdv^ decay; 

R % What 
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When with immortal beauty thou (halt rife. 
To Ihine the loveheft angel m the Ikies 


PROLOGUE 
To Mr Fenton’s excellent Tragedy, Mari am ne. 

W HEN breathmg iftatues mouldering wafle away. 
And tomb*?, unfaithful to their trull, decay. 
The Mufe rewards the fuffermg good with fame. 

Or wakes the prdlperous villam into lhame , 

To the ftern tyrant gives fidlitious power 
To reign the reftlefs monarch of an hour 
Obedient to her call, this nig^t appears 
Great Herod riling from a length of years ; 

A name ’ enlarg’d with tides not his own. 

Servile to mount, and lavage on a throne 
Yet oft a throne is dire misfortune’s feat, 

A pompous wretchednefs, and woe in ftate ' 

But fuch the curfe that from ambition Ipnngs, 

For this he daughter’d half a race of kings. 

But now, reviving m the Bntilh fcene. 

He looks majelhc with a milder mien. 

His features foften’d with the deep difbrefs 
Of love, made greatly wretched by excefs^ 

From lull of power to jealous fury toft. 

We fee the tyrant in the lover loft 

O ^ Love, thou fource of mighty joy or woe ^ 

Thou fofteft fnend, or man^s moft dangerous foe ^ 

Fanta^c* 
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Fantaihc power ^ * what rage ihy darts mfpire. 
When too much beauty kmdles too much fire ^ 
Thofe darts, to jealous rage ftem Herod drove; 

It was a cnme, but cnme of too much love ^ 

Yet if condemned he falls — with pitymg eyes 
Behold his injur’d Manamne rife * 

No fancy’d tale ^ our opening fcenes difdofe 
Hifionc truth, and fwell with real woes 
Awful in virtuous gnef the queen appears. 

And flrong the eloquence of royal tears. 

By woes ennobled, with majeflac pace. 

She meets misfortune, glorious in difgrace * 

Small is the pratfe of beauty, when it flies 
Fair honour’s laws, at befi but lovely vice. 
Charms it hke Venus with ceieftial air^ 

Ev’n Venus is but fcandaloully fair. 

But when find honour with fair features joins. 
Like heat and hght, at once it warms and fiunes. 

f Then let her fate your kind attention raife, 
Whofe perfed charms were but her fecond praife: 
Beauty and virtue your protedion claim , 

Give tears to beauty, give to virtue fame. 


Variatiions* 

* What pangs, 

•}" Then let her fate your juft attention raiie, 
Whofe perfed graces were but fecond praife* 
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TO MR A. POPE, 

WHO CORRECTED MY VERSES, 

I F e^er my humble Mufe melodious Imgs, J 

^Tis when you animate and tune her fangs , f 
If e’er Ihe mounts, ^Us when you prune her wings ^ 
You, like the fun, your glorious beams diiplay, y 

Deal to the darkeft orb a friendly ray, f 

And cloath it with the ludre of the day 3 

Mean was the piece, un^legantly wrought. 

The colours feint, irregular the draught. 

But your commanding touch, your nicer art. 

Rais’d every ftroke, and bnghten’d every part. 

So, when Luke drew the rudimei^s of man. 

An angel finifti’d what the faint began. 

His wondrous pencil, dipt in heavenly dyes. 

Gave beauty to the face, and lightning to the eyes 
Confus’d It lay, a rough wnpolifh’d tnafs. 

You gave the royal ftamp, and made it pals 
Hence ev’n deformity a beauty grew , 

She pleas’d, Ihe charm’d, but pleas’d and charm’d by 
you. 

Though like Prometheus I the image frame. 

You give the hfe, and bnng the heavenly flame. 

Thus when the Nile diffus’d his watery train 
In flreams of plenty o’er the fruitful plain, 

Unfhapen farms, the refufe of the flood, 

Iffued imp^rfed from the teeming mud; 

But 
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But the great {burce and parent of the day 
Falhion’d the creature, and inform’d the clay * 

Weak of herfelf, my Mufe forbears her flight. 
Views her own lownefs, and Pamaflhs’ height , 

But when you aid her fong, and deign to nod. 

She jfpreads a bolder wmg, and feels the prefent God. 

So the Cmnaean prophetefs was dumb. 

Blind to the knowledge of events to come, 

Abbition 

* To nobler themes thy Mufe triumphant foars. 

Mounts through the tracts of air, and heaven expIores4 
Say, has fome feraph tun’d thy facred lyre. 

Or deign d to touch thy hallow d bps with fire ^ 

Tor fmc fuch founds exalt th’ immortal firing, 

As heaven approves, and raptur’d angels fing 
Ah ' how 1 lifien, while the mortal lay 
Lifts me from earth above th« fohr way ^ 

Ah * how I look with fcorn on pompous crowns. 

And pity monarchs on their fplendid thrones. 

While, thou flay guide, I trace all nature s laws, 

Byjufi gradations, to the fovereign caufe* 

Pleas d I furvey how varying fchemcs unite, 

Worlds with the atoms, angels with the mite. 

And end in God, high thron’d above all height. 

Who fees, as Lord of all, with equal eye. 

Now a proud tyrant penfii, then a % 

Methinks I view the patriarch’s- ladder rMe^ 

Its hafe on earth, its fummit in the fkres 
Each wondrous ftep by glorious angels trod. 

And heaven unfolding to the throne of God, 

Be this thy praire* I haunt the lovely bower. 

Sport by the fprmg, or piunj the ^looming fiowcTi, 

Nor dares the Mufe attempt an arduous height, 4iic# 

R4 


Bot 
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But when Apollq m her breait abode^ 

She heaved, ftie fwcll’d, ihe felt the rullung God: 
Then accents more than mortal from her broke; 

And what the God mfpir’d, the pneftefs fpoke# 

MONSIEUR MAYNARD IMITATED. 

To the Right Honourable the Lord CORNWALtis 

W HILE pall Its noon the lamp of life declmes. 
And age my vital flame mvades, 

Famt, and more faint, as it defcends, it fhmes. 

And halles, alas ’ to fet m lhades„ 

Then fome kind power Hxall guide my ghoU to glades^ 
Where, feated by Elyfian Iprings, 

Fam’d Addifon attunes to patnot lhades 
His lyre, and Albion’s glory fings. 

There round, ma^elfac fhades, and heroes’ forms. 

Wall throng, to learn what pilot guides. 

Watchful, Britanma’s helm through fafhous florms. 
And curbs the murmurmg rebel tides 

I tell how Townfhend treads the glorious path 
'That leads the great to de^^tkfs fame. 

And dwell at large on j^iodefs Englifh faith. 

While Walpole is the favourite theme. 

How, nobly nfing in their country’s caufe. 

The ftedfaft arbiters of right 
Exalt the juft and good, to guard her laws. 

And forth ment into light* 


Aloud 
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A loud ^pplaufe around the echoing coaft 
Of all the pleas’d Elyfium flies — 

But, fnend, what place had you, replies fome ghofl:. 
When merit was the way to nfe ^ 

What deanery, or prebend, thme, declare? 

Good heavens * unable to reply, 

HoVf like a ftupid ideot I ihould Jftare * 

An anfwer, good my lord, fupply 


ON A MISCHIEVOUS WOMAN. 

I ^ROM peace, and focial joy, Medufa flies. 

And loves to hear the florm of anger nfe; 
Thus hags and witches hate the fenles of day. 

Sport m loud thunder, and m tempefls play, 

THE CO CLU E T T E. 

S ILLIA, with uncontefied fway. 

Like Rome’s fam’d tyrant reigns; 

Beholds adoring crowds obey. 

And heroes proud to wear her chains 
Yet floops, like him, to every pn2je, 

Bufy to murder beaux and flies. 

She aims at every tnflmg heart. 

Attends each flatterer’s vows; 

And, hke a picture drawn with art, 

A look on all that gaze beitows. 


may 
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O * may the power who lovers rules. 

Grant rather fcom, than hope with fools I 

Miftaken nymph * the crowds that gaze 
Adore thee into lhame. 

Unguarded beauty is diifgrace. 

And coxcombs, when they praife, defeme, 

O • fly fuch brutes m human lhapes. 

Nor, hke th’ ^Egyptians,, wor&ip apes. 

THE WIDOW AND VIRGIN SISTERS^ 

Being a Letter to the Widow m London* 

W HILE Deha fhmes at Hurlothrumbo, 

And darts her fpnghdy eye at feme bean. 
Then, dofe behind her fan retinng. 

Sees through the flicks whole crowds admiring 

You lip your melancholy co-lFy 

And at the name of man, cry, O phy ’ 

Or, when the noify rapper thunders. 

Say coldly — Sure the fellow blunders * 

Unfeen ^ though peer on peer approaches 
James, I’m abroad^ — but learn the coaches 
As feme young pleader, when his purfe is 
UnflU’d, through want of controverlies. 

Attends, until! the chmks are fink'd alb 
Th’ affizes, Weftmmto, and Guddhall, 

While graver lawyers keep then houfe, and 
Colled the guineas by &e thoufand 


Or 
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Or as fome tradefraen, through Ihow-glafies, 
Expofe their wares to each that pafles^ 

Toys of no ufe * high-pnz'd commodities 
Bought to no end * eiiates in oddities I 
Others, with hke advantage, dnve at 
Their gain, from ftore-houfes in pnvate : 

Thus Deha fiimes in places general. 

Is never milling where the men are all. 

Goes ev’n to church with godly airs. 

To meet good company at prayers, 

VThere Ihe devoutly plays her fen. 

Looks up to heaven, but thinks on man. 

You fit at home, enjoy your *coufm. 

While hearts are offer’d by the doisen- 
Oh ’ bom above your fex to rife. 

With youth, wealth, beauty, titles— wife ^ 

O ’ Lady bright, did ne’er you mark yet^ 

In country fair, or country market, 

A beau, whofe eloquence might charm ye, 
Enhfhng foldiers for the array? 

He flatters every weil-built youth. 

And tells him every thing but— truth 
He cnes. Good friend, I’m glad I hap’d m 
Your company, you ’ll make a captain ' 

He lifts^ — but finds thefe gaudy fhows 
Soon chang’d to furly looks, and blows • 

’Tis now, March, rafcal * what, d’ ye grumble ^ 
Thwack goes the cane* I ’ll make you humble* 
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Such weddings are and I refemble ^em, 

Almoft in all points to this emblem. 

While courtjfhip lafts, *tis. Dear ^ ^tis. Madam * 

The fweeteH: creature fure fince Adam * 

Had I the years of a Methufalem, 

How m my charmer's praife I 'd ufe all 'em I 
Oh * take me to thy arms, my beauty * 

I doat, adore the very fhoe-tye ’ 

They wed — but, fancy grown lefs warming. 

Next morn, he thinks the bnde lefs charmmg 
He fays, nay fwears. My wife grows old m 
One lingle month, then falls to fcoldmg. 

What, madam, gadding every day ^ 

Up to your room * there ihtch, or pray ^ 

Such proves the marnage-ftate * but for all 
Thefe truths, you 'U wed, and fcom the moral, 

ON THE DEATH OF MY DEAR FRIEND, 
MR. ELIJAH FENTON, 1730. 

** Calcntejn 
fparges lacryma faviilam 
** Vans amici ” Hcjt 

A S when the King of Peace, and Lord of Love, 
Sends down Ibme bnghter angel from above. 
Pleas'd with the beauUe^ of the heavenly Gueft, 
Awhile we view him m full glory dreft. 

But he, impatient from his heaven to Hay, 

Soon difappears, and wmgs his airy way. 


So 
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So did*ft thou vanifh, eager to appear, 

And fhine triumphant m thy native fphere 
Yet had*ft thou all that virtue can beflow. 

All, the good piaftife, and the learned know. 

Such holy rapture, as not warms but fires. 

While the foul feems retirmg, or retires , 

Such tranfports as thofe famts m vilion lhare, n 

Who know not whether they are rapt through air, t 
Or bring down heaven to meet them m a prayer J 
Oh * early loft ’ yet ftedfaft to furvey 
Envy, difeafe, and death, without difinay. 

Serene, the fting of * pam thy thoughts beguile. 

And make afftnftions, objeits of a fmile 
So the fam’d Patriarch, on his couch of ftone. 

Enjoy’d bright vilions from th’ eternal throne 
Thus wean’d from earth, where pleafure fcarce can 
pleafe. 

Thy woes but haften’d thee to heaven and peace • 

As angry winds, when loud the tempeft roars. 

More fwifdy fpeed the veffel to the fhores 
Ohl may thefe lays a laftmg luftrc Ihed 
O’er thy dark urn, like lamps that grace the dead * 
Strong were thy tlioughts, yet reafon bore the fway j 
Humble, yet leam’d, though innocent, yet gay 
So pure of heart, that thou might’ft fafely fhow 
Thy inmoft bofom to thy bafeft foe 
Carelels of wealth, thy bhfs a calm retreat. 

Far £:om the mfults of the fcomful great. 


* Thcgotti< 


Thence 
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Thence looking with difdain on proiidell things. 
Thou deemed’ft mean the pageantry of kings , 

Who build their pnde on trappings of a throne, 

A painted ribband, or a glittering Hone, 

Ufelefsiy blight* ’Twas thine the foul to raife 
To nobler objeds, fuch as angels praife * 

To live, to mortals’ empty fame, a foe. 

And pity human joy, and human woe * 

To view ev’n Ipendid vice with generous hate ; 

In life unblemifh’d, and in death fedate * 

Then confcience, fllinmg with a lenient ray. 

Dawn’d o’er day foul, and promis’d endlefs day. 

So from the fetting orb of Phoefeus fly 
Beams of calm hght, and glitter to the iky* 

Where now, ob^ where fliall I true fnendfibup find 
Among the treadaerous race of bafe mankind? 
Whom, whom confult in all th* uncertam ways 
Of various life, fipoere t@ kkme, or pimfe * 

O * friend * O * fe&ag m thy flrength of years. 
Warm from the melting foul receive thefe tears * 

O* woods* O* wilds* O* eveiy bowery fliade* 

So often vocal by hm mu^c made. 

Now other founds — fer dher founds return. 

And o’er his hearfe with all your echoes mourn *-p- 
Yet dare we that foon the paths he trod 
To heaven, and left vain man for Saints and God? 

Thus in the theatre the feenes unfold 
A thoufand wonders glonoua to behold. 

And here, or there, as the machine extends, 

A hero nfes, or a God defcends. 


But 



ON THE DEATH OF MR. FENTON. 255 


j6ut foon the momentary pleafnre flies. 

Swift vamifhes the God, or hero dies 

Where were ye, Mufes, hy what flmntam flde. 
What river fportmg, when your favounte dy’d? 

He knew by verfe to chain the headlong floods. 

Silence loud winds, or charm attentive woods , 

Nor deign’d but to high * themes to tune the flxmg. 
To fuch as heaven might hear, and angels flng. 
Unlike ihofe bards, who, uninform’d to play. 

Grate on their jarring pipes a flafhy lay 
Each line dil^ay’d umted flrength and eafe. 

Form d like his manners to inflrud and pleafe 
So herbs of balmy excellence produce 
A blooming flower and faktary juice 
And while each plant a linilmg grace reveals, 

Ufefully gay * at once it charms, and heals 
Tranfcend ev’n after death, ye great, in fhow; 
Lend pomp to aflies, and be vam m woe. 

Hire fubflitutes to mourn with formal cnes. 

And bnbe mnwiHmg drops from venal eyes ; 

While here fincenty of grief appears. 

Silence that fpeaks, and eloquence m tears * 

While, tir’d of hfe, we but confent to hve 
To fliow the world how really we gneve ^ 

As fome fond fire, wksfe only fon hes dead. 

All kfl to comfe makes the duft his bed. 

Hangs o’er hts um, with frantic gnef deplores. 

And bathes his clay-cold cheek with echinus Ihowcrs ; 


* Mr* Fentofl intended to write 



BROOME’S POEMS. 


*56 

Such heart-felt pangs on thy fad bier attend. 
Companion ’ brother • all m one— my fhend ^ 

Unlefs the foul a wound eternal bears. 

Sighs are but air , but common water, tears 
The proud, relentlefs, weep in Rate, and (how 
Not forrow, but magmlicence of woe 

Thus in the fountain, from the fculptor’s hands. 
With mutated life, an image Hands, 

From rocky entrails, through his Hony eyes. 

The mimic tears in Hreams mceifant rife. 

Unconfcious * while aloft the waters flow. 

The gazers’ wonder, and a pubhc ihow 
Ye hallow’d domes, his frequent vifits tell; 

Thou court, where God himfelf delights to dwell. 
Thou myflic table, and thou holy feaft. 

How often have ye feen the facred gueft ^ 

How oft his foul with heavenly manna fed ’ 

His faith enhven’d, while his fln lay dead ^ 

While hflemng angels heard fuch raptures 
As, when they hymn th’ Almighty, 

But where, now where, without tbf kid. 

New to the heavens* jQibSHs -thy gentfe fhade ? 

Glides it beyond okr*.gro& imperfeft Iky, 

Pleas’d high 0*^ tes, from world to world, to fly * 
And fearlefr marks the comet’s dreadful blaze. 

While monarchs quake, and trembling nations gaze ? 
Or holds deep converfe with the mighty dead. 
Champions of virtue, who for virtue bled ? 

Or joins m concert with angehc choirs. 

Where hymning feraphs found their golden lyres. 

Where 
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Where raptur’d faints unfading crowns inwreath. 
Triumphant o’er the world, o’er fin, and death ? 

O * may the thought his friend’s devotion raife ! 

O * may he imitate, as well as praife ^ 

Awake, my heavy foul ’ and upward fiy, ^ 

Speak to the faint, and meet him in the Iky, j- 

And alk the certain way to rife as high J 


TO THOMAS HARRIOT, ESQ^ 

I Prefix your name to the following poem, as a monu- 
ment of the long and fincere fiiendfiiip I have 
Iborne you I am fenfible you are too good a judge of 
poetry to approve it, however, it will be a tefiimony 
of my refped You conferred obligations upon me very 
early m life, almofi: as foon as I was capable of re- 
ceiving them May theie verfes on Death long furvive 
my own * and remain a memorial of our fnendfhip, 
and my gratitude, when I am no more 

William Broomi. 

A POEM ON DE*ATH 

Tfrf ro /aIf* Iff 

To M , Eu R I F. 

O H ^ for Elijah’s car, to wing my way 

O’er the dark gulph of death to endlefi day ! 

A thoufand ways, sdas * frail mortals lead 
To her dire den, and dreadful all to tread* ^ 

VoL XLIV. S See^ 
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See ^ m die borrows of yon houfe of woes. 

Troops of all maladies the fiend enclofe ^ 
lEgh on a trophy rais’d of human bones. 

Swords^ Ipears, and arrows, and fepulchral fionci}. 

In horrid Hate flie reigns * attendant ills 
Befiege her throne, and when Ihe frowns, fhe kills 
Through the thick gloom the torch red-gleaming biirn^ 
O’er Ihrouds, and fable palls, and mouldering urns , 
While flowmg fioles, black plumes, and fcutcheons fpreid 
An idle pomp around the filent dead 
Unaw’d by power, in common heap Ihe flings 
The fcnps of beggars, and the crowns of kings ^ 

Here gales of lighs, inftead of breezes, blow. 

And iireams of tears for ever murmuring flow 
The mournful yew with folemn horror waves 
His baleful branches, faddemng even the graves 
Around all birds obfcene loud-fcreammg fly. 

Clang their black wmgs, and ihriek along the Iky 
The ground perverfe, though bare and barren, breeds 
All poifbns, foes to hfe, and noxious weeds. 

But, blafled frequent by th’ unwholefome Iky, 

Dead fall the birds, the very poifons die* 

Full in the entrance of the dreadful doors. 

Old-age, half vanifh’d to z ghofl, deplores 
Propp’d on his crutch, he drags with many a groan 
The load of life, yet dreads to lay it down 

There, downward driving an unnumber’d band. 
Intemperance and Difeafe walk hand m hand 
Thefe, Torment, whirling with remorfelefs fway 
A fcourge of ^on, lafces on the way# 


Theic 
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There frantic Anger, prone to wild extremes, 
Grafps an enfanguin’d fword, and heaven blafphemes. 
There heart-fick Agony diftorted ftands. 

Writhes his convnliive limbs, and wrings his hands 
There Sorrow droops his ever-peniive head. 

And Care ftill tolTes on his iron bed 
Or, muling, fa'bns on the ground Ins eye. 

With folded ai ms , with every breath, a ligh 
Hydrops unwieldy wallows in a flood , 

And Murtker lages, red with human blood. 

With Fever, Famine, and alHidlive Pain, 

Plague, Peftxlcnce, and War, a difmal train ^ 

Thefe, and a thoufand more, the fiend furround, 
Shneks pxeice the air, and groans to groans lefound 

0 ^ heavens > is this the pafiage to the ikies 

That man mafi: tread, when man your favourite dies > 
Oh ’ Ehjah’s car to wnng my \/ay 
O^er the dark gulph of death to endlefs day ^ 
Confounded at the fight, my fpirits fied. 

My eyes rain’d tears, my very heart was dead ^ 

1 wail’d the lot of man, that all would Ihun, 

And all mufi: bear that breathe beneath the fun 

When, lo ^ an heavenly form, dmncly fair. 

Shoots from the fiarry vault thiough fields of air, 

Ard, fwifter than on wings of lightning duven. 

At once feems nere and there, in earth and heaven ^ 

A dazjaling brightnefs in refulgent fireams 
riowj from his locks inwreath’d with funny beams 
Ills rofeate cheeks the bloom of heaven difplay. 

And frto Ins eyes dart glories, more than day 


A robe 
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A robe^ of light condejxs*d, axound him fhone^ 

And his loins ghtter’d with a fiiarry zone 
And while the hllemng winds lay huih’dto hear. 

Thus Ipoke the vifion^ amiably fevere * 

Vain man ^ wouldft thou efcape the common lot. 

To live, to fiilFer, die, and be forgot > 

Look back on ancient times, primaeval years. 

All, all are pak* a mighty void appears ’ 

Heroes, and kings, thofe gods of earth, whofe fame 
Aw’d half the nations, now are but a name ’ 

The great in arts or arms, the wife, the jufi:. 

Mix with the meaneft m congenial dull * 

Ev’n Samts and Prophets the fame paths have trod, 
Ambaffadors of heaven, and friends of God* 

And thou, wouldft thou the general fentence fly ? 

Mofes IS dead * thy Saviour deign’d to die * 

Mortal, in all thy a^s regard thy end. 

Live well, the time thou hv’ft, and death ’s thy friend . 
Then curb each rebel thought againft the flcy. 

And die refign’d, O * Man ordain’d to die * 

He added not, but fpread his wings m flight. 

And vamflx’d inftant m a blaze of light* 

Abafh’d, aham’d, I cry. Eternal Power, 

I yield * I wait refign’d th’ appointed hour * 

Man, foolifh man, no more thy foul deceive * 

To die, IS but the furefl: way to hve 
When age we afk, we alk it in our wrong, 

And pray our time of fuflermg may be long. 

The naufeous draught, and dregs of life to dram. 

And feel mfirnuty, and length of pain * 


What 
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What art thou, hfe> that we fhould court thy ftay? 
A breath, one fingle gaip muft puiF away ’ 

A fhort-liv’d flower, that with the day muft fade * 
A fleeting vapour, and an empty fliade ’ 

A llream, that filently but fwiftly glides 
To meet eternity’s immeafur’d tides * 

A being, lofl ahke by pam or joy * 

A fly can kill it, or a worm deflrov ^ 

Impair’d by labour, and by eafe undone. 
Commenc’d in tears, and ended m a gtoan ^ 

Ev’n while I write, the tranfient now is pafl. 

And death more near, this fentence than the lafll 
As fome weak ifthmus feas from feas divides. 

Beat by rude waves, and Tapp’d by rufbing tides. 
Torn from its bafe, no more their fury bears. 

At once they clofe, at once it difappears 
Such, fuch is life ^ the mark of imfery placed 
Between two worlds, the future and the paft; 

To time, to ficknefs, and to death, a prey. 

It flnks, the frail pofleflion of a day ^ 

As fome fond boy, in iport, along the ihore 
Builds from the fands a fabric of an hour , 

Proud of his fpacious walls, and ftatcly rooms. 

He ftyles the immic cells impenai domes. 

The little monarch fwells with fency’d fway. 

Till fome wind riling puffs the dome away 
So the poor reptile, man ’ an heir of woe. 

The lord of earth and ocean, fwells in fhow. 

He plants, he builds, aloft the walls anfe * 

The noble plan he finiflies, and— ^dies 

S3 


Swept 
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Swept from the earths he fhares the common fa'e. 

His foie diftindhon now, to rot in ftate ’ 

Thus bufy to no end till out of breath. 

Tir’d we lie down, and clofe up all m death. 

Then b^ed the man whom gracious heaven has led 
Tlirough life’s blind mazes to th’ immortal dead ’ 
Who, lafely landed on the blifsful Ihore, 

Nor human folly feels nor frailty more * 

O ’ Death, thou cure of all our idle llnfe * 

End of tiie gay, or fenous farce of life * 

Wiih of the juft, and refuge of th’ oppreft ^ 

Whefe poverty, ard wheie ev’n kings find reft ^ 

Safe from the frowns of power’ calm, tl^oughtful 
hate’ 

And the rude infults of tlie fcornful great ’ 

The grave is facred ’ wrath and mahee dread 
To violate its peace, and wrong the dead 
But, life, thy name is woe ’ to death we fly 

To grow immortal’ mto life we die ’ 

Then wifely heaven in filence has confin’d 
The happier dead, left none fhould ftay behind 
What though the path be dark that muft be trod. 
Though man be blotted from the works of God, 
Though the four wbd^ his fcatter’d atoms bear 
To earth’s extremes through all th’ expanfe of air. 

Yet, burfting glorious from the flient clay. 

He mounts triumphant to eternal day 

So, when the fun rolls down th’ ethereal pjain, 

Extindl his fplendors in the whelming mam, 

A tranfient 
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A tranfient night jearth, air, and heaven invades. 
Eclips’d in horrors of furroundmg fhades , 

But foon, emerging with a frejfher ray. 

He iiarts exultant, and renews the day. 

COURAGE IN LOVE. 

M y eyes with floods of tears o’erflow. 

My bofom heaves with conftant woe, 

Thofe eyes, which thy unkmdnefs fwells , 

That bofom, where thy image dwells ’ 

How could 1 hope fo weak a flame 
Could ever warm that matchlefs dame. 

When none Elyfium mull behold. 

Without a radiant bough of gold ^ 

®Tis hers, m fpheres to fhme , 

At diftance to admire, is mine 
Doom’d, like th’ enamour’d ^ youth, to gioan 
For a new goddefs form’d of ftone 
While thus I fpoke. Love’s gentle power 
Defcended from th’ ethereal bovver, 

A quivei a his fhoulder hung, 

A lhaft he grafp’d, and bow unflrung 
All nature own’d the genial God, 

And the fprmg flounfli’d where he trod 
My heart, no Ibanger to the gueft. 

Flutter’d, and labour’d m my breaft; 

* Polydorus, who pined to death for the love of a beautiful 
ftuue 
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When, with a finale that kindles joy 
Ev’n m the Gods, began the boy 
How vain thefe tears * is man decreed. 
By being abjeft, to fucceed ? 

Hop’ft thou by meagre looks to move? 
Are women fnghten’d into love ? 

He moft prevails, who nobly dares , 

In love an hero, as in wars 
Ev^n Venus may be known to yield. 

But ’tis when Mars difputes the field 
Sent from a danng hand my dart 
Strikes deep into the fair-one’s heart • 

To winds and waves thy cares bequeath, 
A figh IS but a wafte of breath. 

What though gay youth, and every grace 
That beauty boafis, adorn her face , 

Yet Goddefies have deign’d to wed. 

And take a mortal to their bed 
And heaven, when gifts of incenfe rife. 
Accepts It, though it cloud their fkies 
Mark ^ how this marygold conceals 
Her beauty, and her bofom veils , 

How from the didl embrace ihe fiiea 
Of Phoebus, when his beams anfe 
But when Jus glory he difplays. 

And darts around his fiercer rays. 

Her charms foe opens, and receives^ 

The vigorous God into her leaves* 
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THE COMPLAINT; 
CJELlA TO DAMON 

I WHO was OBce the glory of the plain. 

The fairefl: virgin of the virgin tram. 

Am now (by thee, faitMefs man, betrayed 
A fallen, a loft, a miferable maid 
Ye winds, that witnefs to my deep defpair. 
Receive my %hs, and waft them through the air. 
And gently breathe them to my Damon’s ear ’ 
Curft, ever curft be that unlucky day. 

When trembling, ftghing, at my feet he lay, 

I trembled, jigh’d, and look’d my heart away* 
Why was he form’d, ye powers, his fex’s pride. 
Too falfe to love, too fair to be deny’d? 

Ye heedlefs virgins, gaze not on his eyes. 

Lovely they are, but ftie that gazes dies * 

Oh ’ fly his voice, be deaf to all he fays 5 
Charms has his voice, but charming it betrays * 
At every word, each motion of his eye, 

A thoufand loves are born, a thoufand lovers die 
Say, gentle youths, ye bleft Arcadian fwams. 
Inhabitants of thefe delightful plains. 

Say, by what fountain, m what rofy bower. 
Reclines my charmer in the noon-tide hour * 

To you, dear fugitive, where’er you ftray. 

Wild With defpair, impauent of delay. 
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Swift on the wings of eager love I fly. 

Or fend my foul Jdill fwifter m a figh • 

I ’d then inform you of your Caslia’s cares. 

And try the eloquence of female tears, 

Fearlefs I ’d pafs where defolation reigns. 

Tread the wild wafte, or burning Libyan plains 
Or where the North his funous pinions tries. 

And howling hurricanes embioil the Ikies ’ 

Should aU the monfters in Getuha bred 
Oppofe the palTage of a tender maid, 

Dauntlefs, if Damon calls, his Cseka fpeeds 
Through all the monfters that Getulia breeds ^ 

Bold was Bonduca, and her arrows flew 
Swift and unerring from the twanging yew 
By love anlpir’d, I ’ll teach the lhaft to fly , 

For thee I ’d conquer, or at leaft would die * 

If o’er the dreary Caucafus you go. 

Or mountains crown’d with everlaftingfnow. 

Where through the freezing ikies m ftorms it pouis. 
And brightens the dull air With Ihining Ihovvera, 

Ev’n theie with you I could fecurely reft. 

And dare all cold, but m my Damon’s breaft. 

Or Ihould you dwell beneath the fultry ray. 

Where rifing Phoebus ulhers-m the day. 

There, there I dwell ' Thou fun, exert thy fires , 
Love, mighty love, a fiercer flame inlpires 
Or if, a pilgrim, you would pay your vows 
Where Jordan’s ftreams in foft masanders flows, 

I ’ll be a plignm, and my vows I ’ll pay 
Where Jordan’s ftreams m foft masandeis p^ay 

]oy 
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Joy of my foul ’ my every wilh in one * 

Why muH I love, when lo-ving I undone ? 

Sweet are the wlufpers of the wa\ing trees. 

And murmunng waters, curing to the breese^ 

Sweet are foft flumbers in the fhad> bowers 
When g^ow.ng fun» infeli: the fultiy hours 
Bu^ no^" tiie v n^ioers of the waving trees. 

Nor murmiiiirg wrters, cuiling to the breeze. 

Not fweet ^oft flumbers in the^ady bowers. 

When thou art whom my foul adores * 

Come, let Uo feeL feme llowery, fragrant bed * 

Cone, on th^ oofom rell my love-fick head ’ 

Come, diive thy fiocLs beneath the ihady hdls. 

Or foftly flumber by the murmuiing iills ^ 

Ah no ’ he Hies ’ that dear enchanting he ^ 

Wiicfe beauty Heals my veiy felf from me^ 

Yet wert thou wont the garland to prepare. 

To crown with fragrant wreaths thy Caelia’s hair 
When to the lyre Ihe tun’d the vocal lays. 

Thy tongue would flatter, and thine eyes fpeak praife; 
And when fmooth-glidmg in the dance £he mov’d, 

Afk thy faife bofom if it never Iov’(^? 

And Ml her eye feme httle luftre bears. 

If fwains fpeak truth ’ — though dim’d for tliee with tears * 
But fade each grace ^ fmee he no longer fees 
Thofe charms, for whom alone I wifh to pleafe * 

But whence thefe hidden, fad prefagmg fears, 

Thefe nJdng iigiis, and whence thefe flowmg tears ^ 

Ah * left tlie trumpet’s terrible alarms 
Have drawn the lover from his Csslia’s charms. 

To try the doubtful field, and flune m azure aims^ 

Ah! 
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Ah^ canft thou bear the labours of the war. 

Bend the tough bow, or dart the pointed ipear ^ 

De£ft, fond youth ’ let others glory gain, i 

Seek empty honour o’er the furgy mam, j 

Or Iheath’d m horrid arms rufli dreadful to the plain ^ J 
Thee, fhepherd, thee the pleafurable woods, ■j 

The painted meadows, and the a*yftal floods, J 

Claim and invite to blefs their fweet abodes J 

There fhady bowers and fylvan fcenes anfe, "j 

There fountains murmur, and the fprmg fupphes 5 
Flowers to dehght the fmell, or charm the eyes 3 
But mourn, ye fylvan fcenes and fhady bowers , 

Weep, all 5^6 fountams , languifh, all ye flowers 1 
If in a defert Damon but appear, y 

To Cselia’s eyes a defert is more fair t 

Than all your charms, when Damon is not there * 3 

'Gods ’ what foft words, what fweet deluiive wiles 
He boafls ^ and, oh ^ thofe dear undoing fmiles * 
Pleas’d with our ruin, to his arms we run 
To be undone by him, who would not be undone ? 

Alas ^ I rave ^ ye fwelhng torrents, roll 
Your watery tribute o’er my love-fick foul^ 

To cool my heart, your waves, ye oceans, bear * 

Oh ^ vain are all your waves, for Love is there ^ 

But ah ’ what fudden thought to frenzy moves 
yiy tortur’d foul '• — perhaps, my Damon loves* 

Some fatal beauty, yieldmg all her charms, 

Detams the lovely traitor from my arms * 

Blaft her, ye fkies * let inflant vengeance feize 
Tno^e guilty charms, whofq crime it is to pleafe * 

Damon 
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Damon is mine fond maid, thy fears fuhdue ^ 
Am I not jealous ? and my charmer true ? 

O * heaven ^ from jealoufy my bofom fave * 

Cruel as death, infatiate as the grave ’ 

Ye powers ^ of all the ills that ever curft 
Our fe^:, fore man, dilTembling man, is worll ^ 

Like forward boys, awhile m wanton play. 

He fports with hearts, then throws the toys away 
With fpecious wiles weak woman he aflails; 

He fwears, weeps, fmiles, he flatters, and prevails 
Then, m the moment when the maid beheves. 

The perjured traitor triumphs, fcorns, and leaves 
How oft my Damon fwore, th* all-feeing fun 
Should change his courfe, and nvers backward ruu^ 
Ere his fond heart fliould range, or faithlefs prove 
To the bright objed of his fledfaft love * 

O ^ inllant change thy courfe, all-feeing fun ^ 

Damon is falfe ’ ye nvers, backward run ’ 

But die, O ' wretched Caelia, die * in vain 
Thus to the fields and floods you breathe your pain I 
The tear is fruitlels, and the tender flgh. 

And life a load forfaken Caelia, die ’ 

Fly fwifter, time * O ’ fpeed the joyful hour * 
Receive me, grave ^ — then I fliall love no mpre I 
Ah * wretched maid, fo fad a cure to prove ’ 

Ah ^ wretched maid, to fly to death from love * 

Yet oh * when this poor frame no more fhall live. 
Be happy, Damon * may not Damon grieve * 

Ah me * I ^m vain ^ my death can not appear 
Worth the vaft pnce of but a Angle tear 
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Forlorn, abandon’d, to the rocks I go , 

But they have learn’d new cruelties of you ^ 

Alone, relenting Echo with me mourns. 

And faint with grief fhe fcarce my fighs returns ^ 
Then, iaghs, adieu ^ ye nobler palRons, rife ^ 

Be wife, fond maid ^ — but who in love is wile ? 

I rage, I rail, th’ extremes of anger prove. 

Nay, almoft hate ’ — then lo\e thee beyond love ^ 

Pity, land heaven, and nght an injur’d maid * 

Yet, oh • yet, fpare the dear deceiver’s head * 

If from the lultry funs at noon-ude hours 
He feeks the covert of the breezy bowers. 

Awake, O South, and where my charmer lies. 

Bid rofes bloom, and beds of fragrance rife ^ 

Gently, O gently round in whifpeis fly. 

Sigh to his fighs, and fan the glov^ong Iky * 

If o’er the waves he cuts the liquid way. 

Be* fbll, ye waves, or round his velTel play ^ 

And you, ye winds, confine each ruder breath. 

Lie hufli’d in lilence, and be calm as death * 

But if he flay detain’d by adverfe gales. 

My fighs fliall drive the fliip, and fill the flaggmg fails. 
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THE BATTLE OF THE GODS AND TITANS. 

From the Theogony of Hesiod, with a Defcnptioii 
of Tartarus, &c. 


— y ctyi^iyot^ros syti^av 
Hcivrsq^ &C* Bsny 666 

N OW founds the vault of heaven with loud alarms;^ 
And Gods by Gods embattling rufh to arms , 
Here iialk tlie Titans of portentous fize, 

Burft from their dungeons, and affauit the ikies. 

And there, unchain’d from Erebus and Night, 

Auxihar * giants aid the Gods m fight 
An hundred arms each tower-like warrior rears. 

And flares from fifty heads amid the ftars. 

The dreadful brotherhood fiern-firowiung ftands. 

And hurls an hundred rocks from hundred hands 
The Titans rufh’d with fury uncontrol’d, 

Gods funk on Gods, o’er giant giant roll’d , 

Then roarM the ocean with a dreadful found. 

Heaven ftiook with all its thrones, and groan’d the ground. 
Trembled th’ eternal poles at every flroke. 

And frighted hell from its foundations (hook 
Noife, horrid noife, th’ aenal region fills, 

Hocks dafh on rocks, and hills encounter hills, 

♦ -<Egeon, Cotttts, jGygcs^ 
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Through earth, air, heaven, tumultuous clamours nfe. 
And fliouts of battle thunder in the Ikies 
Then Jove omnipotent difplay^d the God, 

And all Olympus trembled as he trod 
He grafps ten thouland thunders in his hand. 

Bares his red arm, and wields the forky brand. 

Then aims the bolts, and bids his hghtnmgs play , 
They dafh, and rend through heaven their flammg way 
Redoubhng blow on blow, in wrath he moves , 

The fing’d earth groans, and burns with all her groves. 
The floods, the billows, boiling hifs with fires. 

And bickering flame, and fmouldermg fmoke afpires 
A night of clouds blots out the golden day. 

Full in their eyes the writhen hghtnmgs play 
Ev’n chaos burns again earth groans, heaven roars. 
As tumbling downward with its fliuung towers , 

Or burft this earth, torn from her central place. 

With dire difruption from her deepefl bafe 
Nor flept the wmd* the wind new horror forms. 

Clouds dafh on clouds before th’ outrageous ftorms. 
While, tearmg up the fands, in drifts they nfe. 

And half the deferts mount th' encumber'd Ikies 
At once the tempeft bellows, hghtnmgs fly. 

The thunders roar, and clouds mvolve the Iky 
Stupendous were the deeds of heavenly m ght. 

What lefs, when Gods confli(Slmg cope m fight ? 

Now heaven its foes with horrid inroa^ gores. 

And flow and four recede the giant powers 
Here flalks ^geon, here fierce Gyges moves. 

There Cottus rends up bills with ^ their groves , 
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Thefe hurFd at once againft the Titan bands 
Three hundred mountains from three hundred hands • 
And overihadowing, overwhelming bound 
With chains infrangible beneath the ground; 

Seloiv this earth, far as earth’s confines he. 

Through Ipace unmeafur’d, from the harry iky; 

Nine da/s an anvil of enormous weight, 

Town ruihmg headlong from th’ aerial height. 

Scarce reaches earth, thence toll in giddy rounds 

Scarce reaches in nine days th’ infernal bounds 

A wall of iron of hupendous height 

Guards the dire dungeons black with threefold night 

High o’er the horrors of th’ eternal fhade 

The hedfah bafe of earth and feas is laid. 

There in coercive durance Jove detains 
The groanmg Titans in afEidtive chains 
A feat of woe • remote from chearful day. 

Through gulphs impaflable, a boundlefs way 
Abo\e thefe realms, a brazen flrudure Hands 
With brazen portals, fram’d by Neptune’s hands. 
Through chaos to the ocean’s bafe it Iwells, 

There item JBgeon with his giants dwells, 

Fierce guardb of Jove ^ from hence the fountains rife 
That waih the earth, or wander through the ikies , 
That groaning murmur thiough the realm of woes. 

Or feed the channels where the ocean flows, 

Colieded horrors throng the dire abodes. 

Horrid and fell * detefted ev’n by Gods ^ 

Enormous gulph * immenfe the bounds appear, 
Wafteful and void, the journey of a year 
Tz 
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Where beating Horms, a& in wild whirls they light, 
Tofs the pale wanderer, and retofs through night 
The powers immortal with affright furvey 
The hideous chafm, and feal it up from day 
Hence through the vault of heaven huge Atlas rears 
His giant hmhs, and props the golden Ipheres 
Here fable Night, and here the beamy Day, 

Lodge and dillodge, alternate in their fway 
A brazen port the varying powers divides 
When Day forth iffues, here the Night reiides. 

And when Night veils the ikies, obfequious Day, 
Re-entering, plunges from the ffarry way 
She from her lamp, with beaming radiance bright. 
Pours o’er tk^ expanded earth a flood of hght 
But Night, bv Sleep attended, rides in fliades. 

Brother of Death, and all that breathes invades 
From * her foul womb they iprung, relifliefs powers. 
Nurs’d in the horrors of Tartarean bowers. 

Remote from Day, when with her flaming wheels 
She mounts the Ikies, or paints the weflern hills 
With downy footfleps Sleep in fiience glides 
O’er the wide earth, and o’er the ipacious tides , 

The fhend of life ^ Death unrelenting bears 
An iron heart, and laughs at human cares. 

She makes the mouldering race of man her prey. 

And ev’n th’ immortal powers detest her fway 
Thus fell the f Titans from the realms above. 
Beneath the thunders of Almighty Jove, 

* Of JMghc. f tzot 
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Tlien eai-th impiisgnate felt maternal woes. 

And ftiook through ail her frame with teeming tiroes * 
Hence rofe Typhoeus, a gigantic birth, 

A moniler fprung from Tartarus and Earth, 

A match for Gods in might » on high he fpreads 
From his huge trunk an hundred dragons heads. 

And from an hundred mouths m vengeance ihngs 
Envenomed foam, and darts an hundred Ihngs , 

Horror, terrific, frowns from every brow. 

And like a furnace his red eye-balls glow. 

Fires dart from every crefi:, and, as he turns, 

Keen fplendors fiafti, and all the giant bums 
Whenever he i^eaks, m echomg thunders rife 
An hundred voices, and aflright the fkies. 

Unutterably fieice • the bright abodes 
Frequent they fhake, and temfy the Gods 
Now bellowing like a favage bull, they roar. 

Or angry lions in the midnight hour, 

Now yell like furious whelps, or hifs hke fnakes , 

The rocks rebound, and every mountain lhakes 
He hurl’d defiance ’gainft th’ immortal powers. 

And heaven had feiz’d with all I's ihining towers. 

But, at the voice of Jove, from pole to pole 
Red hghtnings flalh, and ragmg thunders roll. 

Rattling o^er all th’ expanfion of the ikies, 

Boit after bolt o’er earth and ocean files 
Stern frowns the God amidil the lightnings bhze, 
Olympus fliakes from his eternal bafe. 

Trembles the earth fierce flame intolvcs the poles. 
Devours the ground, and o’er the billows rolls 

T 3 Fires 
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Fires from Typhoens flalh with dreadful found 
Storms rattle, thunder rolls, and groans the ground; 
Above, below, the conflagration roars, 

Ev’n the feas kindled burn through all their fliores. 
Deluge of fire * Earth rocks her tottenng coafls. 

And gloomy Pluto lhakes with all his gholls , 

Ev’n the pale Titans, chain’d on burning floors. 

Start at the dm that rends th’ infernal fhores 
Then, in full wrath, Jove all the God applies. 

And ail his thunders burfl: at once the Ikies , 

And rufhmg gloomy from th’ Olympian brow. 

He blafls the giant with th’ almighty blow. 

The giant tumbhng finks beneath the wound. 

And with enormous rum rocks the ground 
Nor yet the hghtnmgs of th’ Almighty flay. 

Through the fing’d earth they burft their burning way , 
Earth kindling mward, melts in all her caves. 

And hiding floats with fierce metallic waves 
As iron fufile from the furnace flows. 

Or molten ore with keen effulgence glows. 

When the dire bolts of Jove ftern Vulcan frames, 

In burning channels roll the hquid flames. 

Thus melted earth, and Jove, from realms on high. 
Plung’d the huge giant to the nether fky 
Then from Typhoeus fprung the wmds that bear 
Storms on their wings, and thunder in the air 
But from the Gods defeend of milder kind. 

The Eafl:, the Weft, the South, and Boreal wind, 
Thefe m foft whifpers breathe a friendly breeze. 

Play through the groves, or fport upon the feas; 

They 
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They fan the fultry axr with coohng gales. 

And waft from realm to realm the flying fads 
The refl m florms of foundmg whirlwinds fly, 

Tofs the wild waves, and battle in the Iky, 

Fatal to man * at once all ocean roars. 

And fcatter’d navies bulge on diftant ftiores 
Then thundering o’er the earth they rend their way, 
Grafs, herb, and flower, beneath their rage decay, 
■^^hile towers, and domes, vain boafls of human trufl. 
Torn from their inmofl: bafe, are whelm’d m dufl. 

Thus heaven aflerted its eternal reign 
O’er the proud giants, and Titamc tram. 

And now m peace the Gods their Jove obey. 

And all the ^ones of heaven adore his fway 
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THE LOVE OF JASON AND MEDEA 

From the Third Book, Verfe 743, of Apollonius 
Rhodius 


NJ (Ah smtr Is** ^yatTav iysjf ScC* 

advertisement 

T he tranllator has taken the liberty, m the follow- 
ing verhon from the Argonautics of Apollonius, 
as weD as m the liory of Talus, to omit whatever has 
not an immediate relation to the fubje£l, yet hopes 
that a due conne£hon is not wanting, and that the 
reader will not be difpleafed with thefe Ihort Iketches 
from a Poet who is aiHrmed to be every where fub- 
lime, by no lefs a cntic than Longmus, and from 
whom many verfes are borrowed by lb great a Poet as 
Virgil 

N OW n&ig lhades a Iblemn gloom dilplay. 

O’er the wide earth, and o’er th’ etiiereal way. 
All mght the failor marks the northern team. 

And golden circlet of Onon’s beam • 

A deep repofe the weary wanderer ihares. 

And the faint watchman deeps away his cares, 

Ev’n the fond mother, while all breathlefs lies 
Her child of love, m flomber feale her eyes. 
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No found of village-dog, no noife invades 
The death-like filence of the midnight ftades* 

Alone Medea wakes To love a prey, 

Kelllefs llie rolls, and groans the night away 
Now the fire-breathing bulls command her cares; 

She thniks on Jafon, and for Jafon fears . 

In fad review, on horrors horrors nfe. 

Quick beats her heart, from thought to thought Ihe flies . 
As from replemlb’d urns, with dubious ray. 

The fun-beams dancing from the furface play. 

Now here, now there, the trembhng radiance falls 
Alternate flaihing round th’ illumin'd walls. 

Thus fluttering bounds the trembhng virgin's blood. 
And from her ihimng eyes defcends a flood 
Now raving with refifliefs flames Ihe glows. 

Now fick with love Ihe melts with fofter woes. 

The tyrant God, of every thought pofleft. 

Beats in each pulfe, and flings and racks her breafi 
Now fhe refolves the magic to betray 
To tame the bulls, now yield him up a pfey . 

Again, the drugs difdaining to fupply. 

She loaths the hght, and meditates to die 
Anon, repelling with a brave difdain 
The coward thought, Ihe nounfties the pmn 
Thus tofl:, retofl: with furious fliorms of cares. 

On the cold ground Ihe rolls, and thus with tears: 

Ah me ^ where'er I turn, before my eyes 
A dreadful view, on forrows forrows nfe * 

Tofl: in a giddy whirl of flrong defire, 

I glow, I burn, yet blefs the pleafing fire 
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O had this ipint from its pnibn fled. 

By Dian fent to wander with the dead. 

Ere the proud Grecians view’d the Colchian fbes , 
Ere Jafbn, lovely Jafon, met thefe eyes ^ 

Hell gave the fliinmg mifchief to our coaft, 

Medea faw him, and Medea ’s lofl: — — 

But why thefe forrows ? if the powers ©n high 
His death decree, die, wretched Jafon, die ’ 

Shall I elude my fire ? my art betray ? 

Ah me ^ what words fliall puige the gmit away » 

But could I yield O whither mull I run 

To find the man whom virtue bids me Ihun^^ 

Shall I, all loll to lhame, to Jafon fly ? 

And yet I rnufi: — If Jalbn bleeds, I die ^ 

Then, fliame, farewell ^ Adieu for ever, fame ^ 

Hail, black difgrace ^ be fam’d for guilt my name ^ 
Live ^ Jafon, live ^ enjoy the vital air * 

Live through my aid» and fly where winds can bear » 
But when he flies, ye poifons, lend your powers. 

That day, Medea tieads th’ infernal fliores * 

Then, wretched maid, thy lot is endiefs lhame. 

Then the proud dames of Colchos blaft thy name 
I hear them cry—* The falfe Medea ’s dead, 

* Through guilty pafiion for a ftranger’s bed; 

* Medea, carelefs of her virgin fame, 

* Preferred a ftrang^ to a father’s name 
O may I rather yield this vital breath. 

Than bear that bafe dilhonour, worfe than death * 
Thus wad’d the fair, and feiz’d with horrid joy 
Prugs foes to life, and po^nt to deftroy , 
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A magazine of death * again ihe pours 

From her fwoln eye-balls tears in ihining Ihowers; 

With grief infatiate, and with trembling hands. 

All comfortlefs thexafk of death expands ^ 

A fudden fear her labounng foul invades. 

Struck with the horrors of th’ infernal fhades. 

She ftands deep-mufing with a faded brow, 

Abforpt in thought, a monument of woe » 

While all the comforts that on life attend. 

The cheerful converfe, and the faithful fnend. 

By thought deep-imag’d m her bofom play, 
Endeanng life, and charm delpair away 
Th’ all-cheermg funs with fweeter light anfe. 

And every objea brightens to her eyes 

Then from her hand the baneful drugs fhe throws, 

Confents to hve, recover’d from her woes, 

BefolvM the magic virtue to betray. 

She waits the dawn, and calls the lazy day . 

Time feems to hand, or backward drive his wheels. 
The hours Ihe chides^ and eyes the eaftem hills 
At length the dawn with orient beams appears. 

The lhades dil^rfe, and man awakes to cares 
Studious to pleafe, her graceful length of hair 
With art Ihe binds, that wantoned with the air ; 

From her foft cheek Ihe wipes the tear away. 

And bids keen hghtnings from her eyes to play; 
From limb to limb refrefliing unguents pours. 
Unguents, that breathe of heaven, m copious fhowers. 
Her robe Ihe next alTumes; bnght cla^s of gold 
Ciofe to the leffenmg waift the robe infold. 


Down 



Down from Ker fwelling loins, the reft unbound 
Floats in nch waves redundant o’er the ground 
Laft, with a Ihining veil her cheeks fhe ftiades. 
Then fwimming fmooth along magnificently treads 
Thus forward moves the faireft of her kmd. 
Blind to the future, to the prefent blind 
Twelve maids, attendants on her virgin bower, 
i^hke unconfcious of the bridal hour. 

Join to the car the mules dire rites to pay. 

To Hecate’s black fane fhe bends her way, 

A juice fhe bears, whole magic virtue tames 
(Through fell Perfephone) the rage of flames. 

It gives the hero, ftrong ih matchlefs might. 

To ftand fecure of harms in mortal fight, 

It mocks the fword the ftvord without a wound. 
Leaps as from marble, fhiver’d to the ground 
She mounts the car,* nor rode the nymph alone ; 
On either fide two lovely damfcis fhone 
Her hand with fkill th’ embroider’d rein controls , 
Back fly the ftreets, as fwift the chariot rolls 
Along the wheel-wom road they hold their way. 
The domes retreat, the finkmg towers" decay 
Bare to the knee fuccin^t a <pbfei tram 
Behind attends, and ghtters tow’rd the plain 
As when her hmbs divine, Diana laves 
In fair Parthemus, or th’ Amnefian waves, 

Subhme m royal ftate the bounding roes 
Whitl her bright car albng the mountain brows , 

Swift to her fabe in pomp the goddefs moves , 

The nymphs attend that habnt the fhady groves, 
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Th* Amneilan fount, or filver-flxeammg nUs; 
Nymphs of the vales, or Oreads of the hiUs '* 

The fewmng beafts before the goddefs play. 

Or, trembimg, favage adoration pay 
Thus on her car fublime the nymph appears. 

The crowd falls back, and as Ihe moves reveres j 
Swift to the fane aloft her courfe Ihe bends , 

The fane fhe reaches, and to earth defcends 
Then to her tram— -Ah me» I fear we ftray. 

Milled by folly to this lonely way > 

Alas' Ihonld Jafon with his Greeks appear. 

Where Ihould we fly ? I fear, alas, I fear ' 

No more the Colchian youths, and virgm train. 
Haunt the cool fliade, or tread m dance the plam* 
But fince alone,— with fports begmle the hours. 
Come chaunt the fong, or pluck the blooming flowers , 
Pluck every fweet, to deck your virgin bowers ' 
Then warbimg foft,» Ihe lifts her heavenly voice; 
But lick with mighty love, the fong is noife. 

She hears from every note a difcord nfe. 

Till, paufing, on her tongue the mufic dies. 

She hates each objedl, every face offends. 

In every wifli, her foul to Jafon fends. 

With lharpen’d eyes the diftant lawn explores. 

To find the object whom her ibul adores 
At every whimper of the pafliu^ ai?. 

She ftarts, Ihe turns, and hopes her Jafcm there. 
Agam flie fondly looks, nor looks in vain; 

He comes, her Jafon (bines along the plain , 
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As when, emerging ftom the watery way. 

Refulgent Sums lifts his golden ray. 

He Ihines terniic ’ for his burning breath 
Taints the red air with fevers, plagues, and death; 
Such to the nymph approaching Jafon Ihows, 

Bright author of unutterable woes , 

Before her eyes a Iwimming darknefs fpread. 

Her flufh’d cheek glow’d, her veiy heart was dead. 
No more her knees their wonted office knew. 

Fix’d, without motion, as to earth Ihe grew 
Her tram recedes; the meeting loters gaze 
In filent wonder, and m HiE amaze 
As two fair cedars on the mountain’s brow, 

Pnde of the groves^ with roots adjoining grow, 

Bred and motionlefs the lately trees 

Awhile remain, while fleeps each fanmng breeze. 

Till from th’ -<Bohan caves a blall: unbound 
Bends their proud tops, and bids their boughs refound; 
Thus gazmg they, till by the breath of love 
Strongly at length inipir’d, they fpeak, they move 
With fmiles the loye-lick virgm he furvey’d. 

And fondly thus addreft the blooming maid 
Difmifs, my fair, my love, thy virgm fear, 

’Tis Jafon fpeafcs, no enemy is here * 

Man, haughty man, is of obdurate kind. 

But Jafon bears no proud, inhuman mind. 

By gentlell manners, loftefl arts refin’d. 

Whom wouldfi: thou fly ** Stay, lovely virgin, flay ^ 
Speak every thought* far hence be fears away * 

Speak* 
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Speak I and be truth m every accent found ' 

Dread to deceive ' we tread on *hanow’d ground. 
By the Item power who guards this facred place. 

By the iHufeous authors of thy race, 

By Jove, to whom the ftranger’s caufe belongs. 

To whom the fupphant, and who feels their wrongs; 
O guard me, fave me, m the needful hour ' 

Without thy aid, thy Jafon is no more. 

To thee a fupphant, m dilbefs I bend. 

To thee a ftranger, and who wants a Aiend ' 

Then, when between us feas and mountains nfe, 

Medea’s name lhall found m diftanf 

All Greece to thee lhall owe her heroes fates. 

And blefs Medea dirough her hundred dates* 

The mother and the wife, who now m vam 

M-ftreaming o’er the mam, 

ou and the wife. 

Shall blefs thee for a fon’s or hulband’s hfe ' 

Fair Anadne, fprungfrom Minos’ bed, 

Savjl Ae brave Thefeus, and with Thefeus fled, 
horfoofc her father, and her native plain. 

And ftemm’d the tumulte of the furging mam. 

Yet the ilern iire relented, and forgave 
The maid, whofe only crime it was to fave 
Evte the juft Gods forgave and now on high 
A ftar file flimes, and beautifies the &y 
mat bleflmgs then IhaH nghteous heaven decree 
For afl our heroes lav’d, and rav’d by theei 
Heaven gave thee not, to kifl, & foft an air. 

And cruelty fure never look’d fo fair ' 

* Temple of Hecate# 
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He ceas’d, but left lb charming on her ear 
His vdice, that hftemng M fhe feem’d to hear 
Her eye to earth ihe bends with modeft grace. 

And heaven in fmiles is open’d in her face 
A glance Ihe fteals, but rofy blulhes Ipead 
O’er her fair cheek, and then fhe drops her head* 

A thoufand words at once to fpeak fhe tries , 

In vain— but fpeaks a thoufand with her eyes* 
Trembling, the fhinmg caiket fhe expands. 

Then gives the magic virtue to Ms hands. 

And had the power been granted to convey 
Her heart — ^had given her very heart away 

JEPISTOLA AD AMICUM RUSTICANTEM, 
Scnpta Vere ineunte Cantab 1709, 

E C QUID abfeiti tibi cura Grantae ? 

Ecquid antiqm raemor es fodalis * 

Chare permultis, mihi prseter omnes 

Chare, Georgi. 

Germs ^ ut mulcet levis aura campos ’ 

Ut rofa dulci, viohfque terram 
Flora depmgit, Zephyrufque blandis 

Vcntdat ahs ^ 

Tarde, quid ceffas? Age Roxinantis 
Terga confcendas e^es mgementis, 

Tene rurahs Galatea ^^tms 

Detinet Ulnis? 

Digne 


* Obefo fuit corpore# 
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Pigne faccendi meliore flamma*— 

Sive * ClarifTam, Juvenumve curam 
PhiUiden mavis, placeatve, quondam 

Pulchra, Lycons 

Tarde, quid celTas ? tibi multa virgo 
Splendidos l^dit lacrymis ocellos, 

Et tibi frujftra ad fpeculum comarum 

Circinat orbes ^ 

Te frequens votis revocat fophiftes, 

Dum Johann enii madidus lyseo, 

De tubis haunt, revomitque dulcem 

Undique nubem 

Qum veils icribam quid habet novorum 
Granta ^ Marlburus fpoliis onuftus, 

Galhcas fudit prope f Scaldis undam 

Strage Phalangas. 

O ’ tnumphalem gladium recondas ^ 

Ite VOS kurus fame rubentes ^ 

Sis memor pacis, viridique cingas 

Tempora Myrto » 

Hue ades divum atque hominum voluptas 
Mohe fubndens, Venus ’ hue forores 
Gratia; ^ longuin vale, O ’ Minerva, 

Alpera Virgo ^ 

* Tres elegantes apud Cantabrigiam Puellas# 
f Juxta Aldenardum# 
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Barbaro tandem fatiata ludo^ 

.^gidem ponas, gladiumqne , cadam 
Virgmem diirus gladius, feroxque 

Dedecet Mgis, 

Flagitas noftrae quid agunt camcense ? 

Uror infelix * mihi me Belinda 
Surnpit* CoUum mveum, O* Puellae 

Suave labellum ^ 

Ah ’ ut obliquo afpiciens ocello 
Torruit pedlus -neque tu furoris 
Infaus blandi * tibi faevit mus 

Flamma medullis* 
Tu tamen felix * cohibere tnftes 
Tu potes curas ^ Cerealis hauftus 
Eft tibii prsefens relevare diro 

Pedoia lu£lu 

Corticem aftndum pice cum reducis> 

Audin' ingenti tonat ut boatu 
Funudus * fummo ruit ut lagense 

Spumeus ore ^ 

Cerms ^ ut vitro lutet invidendo 
Aureum nedar * comes it facetus 
Cui jocus, quocum Venus & Cupido 

Spicida tinguati 

Jam mentor charae, cyathum coronas, 

Virgtms — plenum video ah ^ caveto 

Dextra ne quaftet male, dum laborat 

Pondere dulci * 


^ honied aJ€t 
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Euge^ iiccMi bene, fortiterque *— 

Hmc adeft curse medicina * fuaves 
Hinc tibi fomni, & tibi fuavaora 

Sommafomnis^ 

Hos bibens fuccos, nihil invidebis 
ItT-lis, quamvis cyathi Falerno 
Dulce mgrefcant, neque Gallicanse 

Laudxbus uvas * 

Hic Johannenfi latitans fuili 
Grunnio, fcribens fitiente labro, 

Aut graves haullus, inmuca Mufis 

Pocula, duco. 
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ODE XV, H«rpv Lin. 

T he wealth of Gyges I defpife. 
Gems are ufelefs ghttering toys» 
Gold I leave, and fuch vain thmgs. 

To the low aim and pride of kmgs 
Let roy hair with unguents flow. 

With rofy garlands crown my brow * 

The prefent moment I enjoy. 

Doomed in the next, perhaps, to die ^ 
Then, while the hour ferenely fhines, 
Tofs the gay die^ and quaff thy wines * 

But ever, m the genial hour. 

To Bacchus the hbation pour, 

Lefl: death in wrath approach, and cry, 
Man— tafte no more the cup of joy 


* Fjirft publiihed m the Gentleman’s Magazine, and after- 
wards mferted in the tranflatwns of Anacreon, pwbhihed by 
Mr# Fawkes, 
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ODE XVI* Tlie Power of Beauty* 

S OME iing of Thebes, and fome deftroy 
In lofty numbers haughty Troy* 

I mourn, alas ^ m plaintive iSrams, 

My own captivity and chains * 

No navy, rang’d in proud array. 

No foot, no horfeman, arm’d to flay. 

My peace alarm ’ Far other foes. 

Far other hofls, create my wOes^ 

Strange, dangerous hofls, that ambufh’d he 
In every bright love-darting eye ^ 

Such as deftroy, when beauty arms 
To conquer, dreadful in its charms * 

ODE XX To his Mistress 

T he Gods o’er mortals prove their fway. 
And fteal them from themfelves away 
Transform’d by their almighty hands, 

Sad Niobe an image flands. 

And Piulomel, up-bom on wings 
Through air, her mournful flory flngs 
Would heaven, indulgent to my vow. 

The happy change I wifli, allow. 

The envy’d mirrour I would be. 

That thou mightll always gaze on me ; 

And could my naked heart appear. 

Thou Mft fee thyfelf— for thou art there’ 

Us 
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O ^ were I made thy folding vefl. 

That thou mightll clalp me to thy breafl:^ 

Or turned into a fount, to lave 
Thy naked beauties in my wave * 

Thy bofom-cm<Sure I would grow. 

To warm thofe htde hills of fnow. 

Thy ointment, m iich fragrant Ibreams 
To wander o’er thy beauteous hmbs , 

Thy cham of Ihming pearl-— to deck. 

And clofe embrace thy graceful neck 
A very fandal I would be 
To tread on — if trod on by thee ! 

ODE XXIV Imitated. 

A las ^ alas ^ I fee each day 
Steals me from myfelf away,] 

And every Ilep of hfe I tread, 

I Ipeed to mingle with the dead 
How many years are paft, my friends, 

I know, and there my knowledge ends 
How many years are Hill in ftore, 

I neither can, nor would explore 
Then, iince the hours inceflant fly, 

They all fhall find me crown’d with joy 
To thofe, my cares Inhere bequeath. 

Who meanly die for fear of death. 

And daily with aiEduous ftnfe 
Contnve to hve, accurs’d with hfe. 

Then, Care, begone^ I ’d dance and play, 
Hence, with thy fenous face away ^ 

I’ll 
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I ’li laugh ; and whilfl gay wine inflames^ 

J ^11 court the laughter-lovmg dames. 

And Rudy to refign my breath 
In eytafy, and fmile m death* 

ODE XXV Imitated. 

B ring me, O brmg th* enlivemng draught, 
Lement of grief, and anjaous thought* 
Then Care retires, afham'd to fhow 
His downcaR eye, and faded brow^ 

I baniRi bufinefs to the great. 

To all that curfe, yet covet Rate* 

Death haRes amam then who would run 
To meet what moR he Rnves to Rmn ? 

Or antedate the dreadful day 
By cares, and aid the fiend to flay? 

If tears could bribe his dreadful powers, 

I 'd weep, and blefs the preaous fhowers ; 

Bat let our lot be joy or woe. 

Alike he fpeeds to Rnke the blow. 

Then crown the bowl ye forrows, fly 
To kill fome wretch who wants to die. 

ODE XXXI The pleaflng F r e n 25 r * 

N OW bring, by all the powers divine. 

Bring me a bowl of rofy wine, 

A nnghty bowl of wine I crave. 

When wme mfpires, ^tis fweet to rave 

'XJ4 
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In frantic rage Alcmaeon drew 
His falchion, and his ’‘^mother flew 
Orefles in a furious mood 
Raving Ihed his f mother’s blood 
Dreadful, fober madmen, they *— 

None, harmlefs drunkard, none I flay 
The blood of grapes I only crave, 

I quaff It, and ’as fweet to rave 
Alades, frantic, grafp’d his boVr , 

His quiver rattled, ffor’d with woe 
Stern Ajax ihook his glittering blade. 

And broad his levenfold fliield difplay’d. 
Dangerous madman * how he drew 
His frford, and hofts in fancy flew * 

I, peaceful I, no falchion wield , 

I bend no bow, I poife no Ihield* 

The flowery garland crowns my hairS;^ 

My hand the powerful goblet bears. 

The powerful goblet, nobly brave, 

I dram, and then ’as fweet to rave, 

ODE XXXVL 

T alk not to me of pedant rules, 

I leave debates to learned fools. 

Who folemnly in form advife. 

At befli, impertmendy wife * 

To me more pleaSng precepts give. 

And teach the faence how to hve , 

* Eryphile. f Clytaemneftra#. 
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To bury m the fnendly draught 
Sorrows that fpring from too much thought ; 
To learn foft leffons from the fair> 

How hfe may ghde exempt from care. 

Alas * I old * I fee my head 
With hoary locks by time o’erfpread 
Then inftant be the goblet brought. 

To make me young — at leaii m thought. 
Alas ’ incelTant Ipeeds the day 
When I muft mix with common clay , 

When I mufl tread the difinal Ihore, 

And dream of love and wme no more. 


ODE XXXVII The Spring. 

S EE, Winter ^s paft^ the feafons bring 
Soft breezes with retummg Spring, 

At whofe approach the Graces wear 
Frelh honours in their flowing hair 
The ragmg feas forget to roar. 

And, fnuhng, gently fcifs the Ihore 
The %ortive duck, in wanton play. 

Now dives, now nfes into day; 

The cranes from freezing Ikes repair^ 

And faihng float to warmer air 
Th* enlivening funs m glory nle,. 

And gaily dance along the fkes. 

The clouds dilperfe, or if m Ihowers 
They fall, it is to wake the flowers , 

See^ 
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See, verdure deaths the teejiimg earth > 
The olive ftruggles into birth 
The fwelhng grapes adorn the vine, 

And kindly promife future wine 
Bled: juice * already I in thought 
QuafF an imaginary draught 


ODE XLVIII Gay Life. 

G ive me Homer’s tuneful lyre. 

Let the found my bread: mfpire * 

But with no troublefome delight 
Df arms, and heroes flam in fight 
Let It play no conquefts here. 

Or conquefts only o’er the fair ^ 

Boy, reach that volume— -book divine | 
The flatutes of the God of Wine » 

He, legiflator, flatutes draws. 

And I, his judge, inforce his laws , 

And, faithful to the weighty trufl. 

Compel his vot’nes to be jufl 
Thus, round the bowl impartial flies. 

Till to the Ipnghtly dance we rifo. 

We fnik it with a hvely bound. 

Charm’d with the lyre’s harmonious found; 
Then pour forth, with an heat dmne. 
Rapturous fongs that breathe of wme 
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ODE L The happy ESeSs of W i 2 >t i, 

S EE * fee the jolly god appears > 

His hand a mighty goblet bears 
With fparkling Wme full-charged it flows. 

The fovereign cure of human woes 
Wine gives a kind releafe from care. 

And courage to fubdue the fair, 

Inflruds the cheerful to advance 
Harmonious m the ^rightly dance 
Hail, goblet ’ nch with generous wines ^ 

See ^ round the verge a vine-branch twines. 

See ^ how die mimic cluflers roll. 

As ready to re-iill the bowl * 

Wme keeps its happy patients free 
From every painful malady. 

Our befl: phyiician all the year 
Thus guarded, no difeafe we fear. 

No troublefomc difeafe of mind. 

Until another year grows kind. 

And loads agam the fruitful vine. 

And brings again our healA— new wine. 


ODE LIL GaAPsij or the Vintage. 

1 0 * the vintage now is done ^ 

And black’ned with th* autumnal fun 
The grapes gay youths and virgins bear. 

The fweeteft produfl; of the year * 

In 
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In vats tlie heavenly load they lay, 
jArfld fwift the damfels trip away 
The youths alone the wine-prefs tread. 

For wine ’s by Ikilful drunkards made 
Mean time the mirthful fong they raife, 
lo* Bacchus, to ihy praife ^ 

And, eying the blell juice, m thought 
Quaff an imaginary draught 
Gady, through wme, the old advance, 

And doubly tremble in the dance 
In fancyM youth they chant and play. 

Forgetful that their locks are grey 
Through wine, the youth completes his love^, 
He haunts the filence of the groves ♦ 

Where, flretch^d beneath th’ embowermg ihade. 
He fpies fome love-infpiring maid 
On beds of rofy fweets Ihe lies. 

Inviting deep to clofe her eyes 
Fall by her fide his hmbs he throws. 

Her hand he preffes — breathes his vows. 

And cnes. My love, my foul, comply 
This inllant, or, alas * I die. 

In vdn the youth perfuafion tries * 

In vam ’ — ^her tongue at lead denies 
Then fcormng death through dull delpair. 

He llorms th’ unwilhng wilhng fair, 

Blefiing the grapes that could dilpenfe 
The happy, happy impudence 
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ODE Lirr The Rose 

C OME, lyrift, tune thy harp, and play 
Relponiive to my vocal lay 
Gently touch it, while I ling 
The Rofe, the glory of the Ipnng 
To heaven the Rofe in fragrance flies. 

The fweeteft incenfe of the ikies 
Thee, joy of earth, when vernal hours 
Pour forth a blooming wafle of flowers. 

The gaily-fmilmg Graces wear 
A trophy in their flowing hair 
Thee Venus queen of beauty loves. 

And, crown'd with thee, more graceful moves 
In fabled fong, and tuneful lays. 

Their favourite Rofe the Mufes praife 
To pluck the Rofe, the virgin-train 
With blood their pietty fingers flam. 

Nor dread the pointed terrors round. 

That threaten, and inflid a wound 
See ^ how they wave the charming toy. 

Now kife, now {huff the fragrant joy ^ 

The Rofe the poets flnve to praife. 

And for it would exchange their bays; 

O ^ ever to the ipnghtly feafl 
Admitted, welcome, pleaflng guefl^ 

But chiefly when the goblet flows. 

And Rofy wreaths adorn our brows ^ 

Lovely frmhng Rofe, how fweet 
The object where thy beauties meet ^ 
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Aurora with a bluflimg ray. 

And Rofy fingers, fpreads the day 
The Graces more enchanting fhow 
When Rofy bluflies pamt their fnow , 

And every pleas’d beholder feeks 
The Rofe in Cytheraea’s cheeks 
When pam ajffiifts, or ficknefs grieves. 
Its juice the drooping heart relieves , 

And, after death, its odours Ihed 
A pleafing fragrance o’er the dead. 

And when its withering charms decay. 
And finking, fading, die away, 
Triumphant o’er the rage of time. 

It keeps the fragrance of its- prime 
Come, lynfi, join to fing the birth 
Of this fweet ofisprmg of the earth * 

When Venus from the ocean’s bed 
Rais’d o’er the waves her lovely head. 
When warlike Pallas fprung from Jove, 
Tremendous to the powers above , 

To grace the world, the teemmg earth 
Gave the fragrant infant birth. 

And ^ This,’ ihe cry’*^^ ' I this ordain 
* My favourite, queen of flowers to reign*’ 
But firfi th’ alTembled gods debate 
The future wonder to create 
Agreed at length, from heaven they^threw 
A drop of nch, ne^tareous dew, 

A bramble-fiem the drop receives. 

And firait the Rofe adorns the leaves. 


The 
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The gods to Bacchus gave the flower, 

To grace him in the genial hour. 

ODE LIV. Grown Young. 

W HEN fpnghtly youths my eyes furvey, 
I too am young, and I am gay. 

In dance my aftive body fwiins. 

And fudden pinions lift my limbs 
Hafle, Clown, Cybaeba, crown my brows 
With garlands of the fragrant rofe* 

Hence, hoary age ^ — I now am flrong. 

And dance, a youth among the young 
Come then, my friends, the goblet dram^ 
Blefl: juice * — I feel thee in each vem * 

See^ how with adfcive bounds I ipnng* 

How flrong, and yet how flveet, I fing^ 

How blefl: am I * who thus excell 
In pleafing arts of tnfling well* 

ODE LV The Mark. 

T he flately fteed expreffive bears 
A mark impnnted on his hairs 
The turban that adorns the brows 
Of Afla’s fons, the Parthian fliows 
And marks betray the lover^s heart. 

Deeply engraved by Cupid’s dart 
I plainly read them m his eyes. 

That look too fooliih, or too wife. 


ODE 
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A L A S ^ the powers of life decay ^ 

My hairs are fallen, or chang’d to grey ^ 
The fmihng bloom, and youthful grace. 

Is banifli’d from my faded face ♦ 

Thus man beholds, with weeping eyes, 

Himfelf half-dead before he dies 
For this, and for the grave, I fear. 

And pour the never-ceaiing tear ’ 

A dreadful prolped ftnkes my eye ; 

1 foon muff: ficken, foon mult die 
For this the mournful groan I ihed, 

I dread — alas * the hour I dread * 

What eye can ftedfalHy furvey 
Death, and its dark tremendous way > 

For foon as fate has clos’d our eyes, 

Man dies — for ever, ever dies ^ " 

All pale, all fenfelels in the urn ^ 

Never, ah * never to return 


ODE LXIV To Apollo. 

O NCE more, not umnfpir’d, the tong 
I waken, and ipontaneous ling 
No Pythic laurel-wreath I claim. 

That lifts ambition into fame 
My voice unbidden tunes the lay 
Some god impells, and I obey. 


Liften 
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Xiften, ye groves *The Mufe prepaies 
A facred fong in Phrygian airs. 

Such as the fwan expiring 
Melodious by Cayfter^s fpnngs, 

Wlnie liflenmg winds in filence hear, 

And to the gods the mufic bear 
Celeftial Mufe ^ attend, and bring 
Thy aid, while I thy Phcebus fing 
To Phoebus and the Mufe belong 
The laurel, lyre, and tJelpkc fong 
Begin, begin the lofty ftrain ^ 

How Phcebus lovM, but lov'd m vain. 
How Daphne fied his guilty iame. 

And fcorn'd a god that offer’d fliame. 

With glorious pride his vows fhe hears; 
And heaven, indulgent to her prayers. 

To laurel chang’d the nymph, and gave 
Her foliage to reward the brave 

Ah ^ how, on wings of love convey’d. 

He fiew to clalp the panting maid ♦ 

Now, now o’ertakes ^ — but heaven deceives 
His hope — he feizes only leaves 

Why iires my raptur’d breaft ? ah * why. 
Ah ^ whither ftnves my foul to fly ? 

I feel the pleaflng frenzy^'ong, 

Impulfive to fome nobler long 
Let, let the wanton fancy play , 

But guide it, left it devious ftray 
But oh * in vam, my Mufe denies 
Her aid, a Have to lovely eyes 
VoL XLIV X 


Suffice 
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Suffice It to jehearfe the pains 
Of bleeding nymphs, and dymg fwams; 
Nor dare to wield the fhafts of Love, 
That wound the gods, and conquer Jove. 

I yield ^ adieu the lofty firain* 

I am Anacreon once again 
Again the meltmg fong I play. 
Attemper’d to the vocal lay 
See * fee ' how with attentive ears 
The youths imbibe the ne&ar’d airs * 

And quaff, m lowery lhades rechn’d. 

My precepts, to resale the mmd. 
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